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CHAPTER  I 

•  Ar  rt.r  «Mr4  Ctdimk  tmtk  mi  mm 


y  OSSING  he«clf  In  .  ^wrf  ^  ^  ^^ 
•kMiate  vdodty.  «  «  ■  aaric  room  with  pM- 

-^sSmf-f  iS***  !!!!f^  ~""** '» •  rf"«- 

She  ffinga  Uke  a  terrier  puiMMr  I" 
"She  is  foot  mad  r 

"Moit  women  have  the  derU  in  either  their  h«^ 

orthdrheeto.    She  ha.  him  In  both."  ^^ 

,       jMt  iee  that  spinning  — rniMii.    Did  vom^m., 

know  such  a  breather?    She's   been  ^iTZI^ 
mifimm *  *'^"  ■"«"   «  It  twenty 

Lrf^?_5^'''"-    ^^  «»*••  rowHi  the  comer  ••*! 

llectedlHer  11^  "^^  •"**  **^ -^^  • -"^ 
Th«  Wleuse  came  in  fevered  whinw.  Uke  the 
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gusts  of  night  breeses.  Round  and  round  flew  tfiie 
wild  figure,  her  arms  folded  on  her  breast,  her  incredible 
witch's  feet  tossing,  turning,  toeing,  tipping,  double- 
shufRing,  hopping,  crossing  with  the  fantastic  swiftness 
of  lightning.  Her  raised  face,  tinted  the  dull  magnolia- 
white  of  the  Londoner,  with  a  slash  of  scarlet  lip,  and 
a  line  of  upcurled  impudence  in  the  nose  and  chin, 
was  peaked  into  a  set  intensity,  the  very  solemnity  of 
concentrated  jcy,  the  glorious,  almost  sacramental 
gaiety  of  the  miserable  momentarily  mad. 

All  the  unoonquered  insouciance  of  the  unconquer- 
able Cockney  ^^»  gathered  up  in  that  small  white  face 
as  in  a  cup  of  ivory.  It  was  the  intoxication  of  race- 
instinct  let  loose  in  a  slave.  It  was  a  folk  dance,  there- 
fore a  folk-religion— the  faith  of  those  humorists  who 
hie  from  Essex  marshes  east  of  London  Wall,  yii*V.u 
iioiind  of  Bow  Bells,  laughing  and  starving  in  the  same 

breath. 

The  dance  was  a  soundless  performance.  Heavy  as 
were  her  coarse  and  hideous  boots,  the  dancer's  inspired 
feet  within  them  turned  their  sound  on  the  bare  boards 
to  the  quick  patter  of  felling  rahi.  The  Up,  tap  of 
them  and  the  snigge-s  and  whispers  of  the  ring  mingled 
with  the  hum  of  machinery  Bke  the  wind  in  a  wood. 

Suddenly  a  word  whizsed  round  the  drcle— 

** The  Boss!" 

Someone  slM  the  door  open  and  slipped  into  the 
room  with  a  kind  of  flop,  as  a  fish  m^j^t  have  entered 
if  thrown  from  behind  it,  a  shabby  little  man,  with 
big  fish-like  eyes,  and  loose  concertina-shaped  trousers 
widened  at  his  flat  feet  like  the  fish's  tail  He  stood 
so  a  second,  his  back  to  the  door^saying  nothing  and 
■taring  at  the  dancer,  a  passion  of  writhing  fury  on  his 
smudged,  thick-featured  face. 
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Then  he  ^ve  a  sudden  spatmodic  utterance  to  one 

^^*-_^,  ''"'°  *^  bottomleM  pit  of  the 

gutter,  crept  swiftly  up  to  her—put  his  hand  on  her 
JouWer,  and  pushed  her  steadUy  and  remorselessly  to 

Arrived  at  the  broken  fiwnt  doorsteps— the  -sweat- 
fag   shoe  factory  had  once  had  pretensions  to  being  a 
private  house-he  gave  her  a  brutal  throw  from  the 
should^,  with  a  touch  of  his  boot-toe  to  add  dramatic 
effect  that  almost  sent  her  headlong  down  thdr  mean 
steepness.    With  some  smartness  she  caught  on  to  the 
broken  stucco  gate-post  at  the  bottom  and  so  saved 
h|«elf  a  fall  on  the  head    Clinging  so  to  the  post  she 
stood  panting  and  heaving  for  a  moment,  breathless 
with  her  late  exertions,  and  glaring  up  like  a  wild  cat  at 
fcer  po^ecutor.   Someone  inside  the  haU  tossed  the  man 
ashaWy  black  hat  and  dirty  thin  coat  that  had  once 
be«i  heliotrope,  and  he  flung  them  at  the  panting  figure 
with  another  oath.  **    * 

be^ttSr*'  "^  "®"«y  ?*  »^e  gasped  between  her  hard 

"Money?  You  dare  to  talk  to  me  of  money?  Starve 
--go  and  starve!"  he  said.    He  called  it " shtarve."    He 

h^    ^  **'  *  ^JT  *°  '"*»'*  **  "»«»>*  «»»>  d»«<» 
heradC    He  even  defined  a  route  in  broad  terms. 

She  pinned  on  a  brownish-Wack.  flat  hat  with  shaking 

i  ^L     Tk  ^  "^^  "^^  *°  '»^^"«»  ««<»  ^  waS 
P«^ting  with  rage,  but  her  sharp,  glancing,  animal's 

eyes  looking  up  at  the  house  caught  the  faces  of  some 
wat^Tng  "^   ^'^"^   ^'^   ^^   ^''^   ^»"***'^' 

I.  I?*jf^*  **^  ^^  «"***•«"  courage,  touched  her 
exbaordinary  sense  of  grim,  detached  humour. 

I    J'fckmg  up  her  shoddy  skirt  in  both  hands  she  made 
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tile  Jew  a  ontty  worthy  of  Madame  Pompadour,  and 
in  a  few  light  ateps  cut  out  into  the  middle  of  tlie 
narrow  roadway,  and  broke  forth  into  a  series  of  whirl- 
iag  cqwrs  that  carried  her  in  a  triumphant  passnU 
down  the  street 

**  All  right,  Lasarus  Schutski,  111  dance  you  that  kick 
back  one  dayt—femember!"  she  tossed  back  at  him 
over  her  flyhig  dioulder,  and  had  the  last  word  and 
certainly  the  last  fling.  The  volley  of  incoherent  oaths 
sent  after  her  mi^t  have  been  uttered  to  the  breexes. 
She  was  heradf  tiie  incarnation  of  a  breexe. 

But  round  the  comer,  out  of  sight  of  her  tormentor, 
she  sbwed  down,  and  shook  off  the  four  cynically 
ddig^ted  diildrea  and  the  one  starving  dog  who  had 
followed  her  performance,  and  looked  coldly  and  grimly 
over  towards  what  she  called  London. 

**  Like  smie  bold  sear  in  a  trance 
Seeing  all  his  own  mischance 
With  a  i^assy  countenance." 

She  was  in  it  now,  but  this  was  East  London,  the 
dumping-ground  xA  poverty,  dust-cart  refuse,  shoe- 
makers»  and  saints.  If  you  look  from  Piggie's  Island 
over  Bethnal  Green  towards  Farringdon  Street  with  a 
breaking,  defiant  heart  it  is  astmiidiing  what  you  can 
see.  Over  there,  beyond  the  gasometers  and  chimn^- 
diafts,  bqrcMid  the  seething  slums,  beymid  the  marshy 
flats  and  rubbish  heaps,  looming  out  of  the  fawnkh 
mist  shone  the  great  gokien  glory  of  the  world,  the 
centre  of  all  dreams'  desire. 

Sometimes  on  rare  ruddy  evenings  from  the  scruUiy 
flats  of  Hackn^  Marshes  die  caught  a  glimpse  of  St 
Paul's  dome  out  of  the  opal  ndbulous  pile  of  the  great 
city,  and  it  was  always  pure  gcdd,  and  stood  for  gold, 
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and  beckoned  gold.  But  it  was  the  gold  of  romance, 
the  land  of  magic,  and  had  nothing  to  do  with  money, 
in  the  sordid  sense. 

She  could  not  see  it  now.  Mist  and  slums  hid  it  and 
choking,  staring  despair.  For  she  had  danced  away  her 
work  and  the  winter  was  coming  on  and  there  would  be 
no  other  work  to  be  got  She  couldn't  wait,  for  there 
was  Dad  to  keep,  hard  enough  on  the  six  shillings  a 
week  that  she  had  lost  him  for  a  caper,  but  harder  still 
on  nothing  at  all.  Even  a  skeleton,  only  half  alive 
and  shuffling  on  and  off  his  rag  bed  day  in  and  day 
out,  had  to  be  fed. 

People  with  second-time  operated  cancers  have  appe- 
tites of  sorts,  and  have  to  have  rent  paid  for  them. 
Hitherto  she  had  managed  it,  heavily,  unquestioningly, 
with  a  surly  acquiescence  that  covered  an  instinctive 
notion  of  duty.    But  now? 

Now  the  spirit  of  adventure  took  her  by  the  throat— 
the  mad  spirit  of  Dick  Turpin  which  comes  to  life 
again  and  again  on  his  oM  haunts  of  Cambridge  Heath 
and  Londcm  Fields. 

She  would  seise  and  snatch  and  fight ;  she  wouM  sell 
her  dancing,  her  tricks— anything.  The  thought  of  the 
ragged  invaUd  fired  her  with  a  kind  of  animal  rage,  the 
fury  of  a  little  snariing  animal  ready  to  spit  and  snap, 
hardly  with  any  emotion  so  rounded  and  coherent  as 
pity.    Nevertheless  the  result  was  the  same. 

For  she  turned  in  the  direction  of  London  Gty,  and 
stepped  gallantly  on  her  magic  feet  to  whatsoever 
market  she  could  find  for  the  tags  of  talents  and  graces 
that  shone  out  of  her  misery  like  jewels  on  a  dust- 
heap. 


CHAPTER  II 


mtta   .r 


mtr  tomlt  f  ehi^,  amd  tkd  dt9il  cntfs 
•MMw."— Thomas  Fdllb*. 


ON  the  very  afternoon  that  the  court,  to  a  flutter 
of  fans  and  sneers  and  feathers,  gave  a  laconic 
verdict  of  "decree  absolute"  over  that  nameless  tangle 
the  Finroy  maaaage,  the  losing  party  briskly  set  about 
another  tangle.  Gay  London  had  had  its  wonted 
»n>gga".  and  the  ribald  show  was  over,  and  the  world 
whistling  for  its  motors,  but  that  losing  party  still  craved 
an  audience  before  which  to  perform. 

Lady  Phillippa  Finroy,  legally  victorious  and  utterly 
wretched,  said  nothing,  but  drove  home  westwards  with 
hard  eyes  set  in  futurity,  shaking  and  st  ^  ing  from 
the  depths  of  her  furious  heart  to  the  viu.ets  in  her 
corsage. 

But  Mr.  Nigel  Majorson  Finroy,  a  gentleman  loudly 
brave  m  words,  fired   gay  with  rage,  and  savagely 
ttieatncal  m   defeat,  jumped   into  a  cab  and  drove 
further  into  the  City  in  defiant  search  of  adventure. 
"  I'll  marry  the  first  giri  I  meet  f "  he  swore  roundly. 
Shut  up  I "  said  the  lawyer,  who  was  also  a  weary 
fnend   of  old— and    much-tried— standing,  who  had 
worn  out  his  patience  with  watching  three  hours'  tussle 
over  a  disgraceful  business  in  an  atmosphere  of  defatv 
m  the  shade.  ^    ^ 

"  I've  said  it  before,  and  I  say  it  again." 

s 


«^' 


LITANY  LANE 

^!?t^^^  ******  y^""^  ^  ««<»• 

I'ooh,  Alders,  you  don't  know  your  man.  that* s  aU  I 
"/found  It  joUy  hard  to  stand  PhiUippa's  face"  said 

*^j!f\?^'^***  •"*''*'    Ofcourse  it's  easy  enough 
to  see  her  game.    But  if  she  supposes  I'll  .irry^ 

^ln6^^l'^°'^^^^ulj^  '^"^  »  ^^  chorusTgirls. 
yw,  and  gutter-gu-ls,  better  than  her,  that's  all" 

ofLady  Philhppa.  and  shut  up  I  After  all,  if s  over  and 
^  s  no  monj^to  be  said.  You  ought  both  of  you  to 
be  satisfied.  She's  got  rid  of  you,  and  you've  gJnod  « 
glonous  reputation  for  gallantry  that  Za  nlke  you 

or^irtfT^J^'L™"  Don't  be  an  idiot  JL 
over-paint  the  picture  and  turn  it  into  caricature.  She's 
^^Ujh  time  of  it  to^ay  for  a  refined  woman 

ZSwT^  ^"!^  "*°"«**  ""^  '°  ^^^  ^  if  one  know, 
«.ytiUng  of  what  good  women  feel-and  I  «,ppose 

c^t Jl***  even  when  they  look  as  fm«m.up^ 
contemptuous  as  she  dW.  You've  won  your  pSnt- 
you'te  fiee  to  go  to  Jericho  if  you  want  tT^l^l'. 

But  your  rogue  in  the  wrong  will  bristie  with  heroics 
^^the  wmg-feathers  of  angels  would  be  shudderingly 

"Dash  her,  she  worked  up  that  'proven  crueltv' 

to  trap  as  decent  a  faiow  as  ever  lived.    But  hang  i? 
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a  man  mutt  liv«  a  man'f  life  i  Am  I  jroiir  felkm  for 
petty  parochial  morals?"  he  asked  with  heat  "Am  I 
yoor  Puritan  ?" 

"Certainly  not!"  said  the  lawyer  enthusiastically. 
He  sufTered  constantly  from  being  a  little  too  human 
for  his  profession.  He  appeared  quite  consistently 
legal—he  had  the  tight  mouth,  drooping  eyelids,  in- 
different linen,  and  air  of  pitying  superiority  of  his 
race.  But  behind  this  make-up  he  was  passionately  a 
musician  and  ah  unerring  theatrical  critic  He  was 
always  trying  to  repress  these  enthuslksms  under  a 
dusty  boredom  of  manner,  but  faUing  sadly,  and  the 
result  rendered  him  heavily  cynical. 

The  artist  in  falln  was  sufTerinp  now,  hideously.  The 
hot  stuffy  smdl  of  the  crowded  court  they  had  just  left 
was  in  his  nostrils— stale  breath  and  patchouli  and  ink 
and  lilies— and  before  his  mental  eye  still  flocked  and 
jostled  the  eager  satyr  faces  of  the  "smart"  audience 
come  there  in  crowds  to  glean  all  th  ;y  could  of  a 
society  scandal— Pan-faces,  SUenus-faces,  in  a  lovely 
riot  of  furs  and  millinery  and  fans  and  flowers.  Car- 
toons of  men,  caricatures  of  women,  muttering,  whis- 
pering, chattering,  mud-throwing,  chuckling  shamelessly 
over  the  garbage.  A  seething  Comus  masque  of  gods 
with  the  brains  of  gorillas.  And  in  the  midst  of  it 
<dl  the  beautiful  picture  of  Lady  Fhillippa,  exquisite, 
tortured,  angry,  broken-voiced,  with  those  defiant  Parma 
violets  at  her  heaving  breast.  It  was  a  monstrous 
position,  and  even  now  it  was  not  done  with.  She 
was  one  of  the  handsomest  women  in  London,  and 
now  all  possible  capital  would  be  made  out  of  the  fact 
Her  tragic  face  would  be  snapshotted  for  the  daily 
fllustiated  papers— was  akeady  being  "blocked"  for 
the  night's  press  in  many  a  rushing  "  processors' "  dea 
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w*^^' J!?^**"!'  '•***"*'  ilie  would  be  nMrtyttd 

He  w«it  Uuitering  on.  ••  Let  mysdf  be  married  to 
MaudeBathshaw?  I  don't  intend  to  have  ttT^ 
gace  laughing  at  me.  She',  got  me  into  AirbJ^A^ 
Aant  have  that  «tisfaction.  The  biggert  Wt  atlu 
the  lot  of  them-Maudie  and  Phillippa^^e  G^J«r 
and  aU  our  blessed  Puritanical  sod^^^^d^"^ 
S  j;?.~"!'1?  "«f  °"*  **^  *^  gutter^  marry  to  fa 
maids  and  all  the  diow.  And  I  «iy  hanged  if  I  wcS 
"  You  won't  get  a  church  to  do  it" 

.elf  "^iSli^ld  Mfw^^i*?"^  P^  '«  '^^  ^'^^ 
self  useful— old  Maurice  Majoraon— Luther  Romani» 

we  used  to  cjll  him  at  Wadhak^Run.  a^«^^ 
jte«e«toftheCity.  Can't  refuse.  My(^,^ 
h.m  the  hvmg  from  the  last  Govemmenti-Crow^^C 
t  js-jnd  that  when  his  politic  were  all  wr^foT^ 

h.n.  K  *""*"*  •**"  *^"  ^"^  »  y^  o'  two.  but  I  hmS 
hell  have  got  some  of  his  Oxford  notions  ^bbed  «?S 

SLVSL  V"^  ^^"^  Hving  fellows,  run  in  by  ^ 
cant  aiTofd  to  be  sticklers  as  Churchmen-thi^vTSi 

LTuSle^^Ll"^^^"^^"'  ^'  rn>«n^  Prime 
"Do  you  mean  to  say  you've  hidden  such  a  treasure 

w^  deepy  eyes  and  centre-parted  grey  hair  can  shiS 

a  talent  for  manymg  divorcees  in  a  good^lass  na^ 

II 


LITANY  LANE 

bourhood;  annart  place,  where  there'd  be  a  run  on  hit 
Une  of  buiinest.  Wouldn't  he  have  done  at  Cobdeh- 
mere?" 

The  would-be  bridegroom  nodded.  He  rarely  grasped 
a  Mrcasm  at  his  own  expense. 

"Ill  show  him  and  all  my  brutes  of  relations  what  I 
dare  do^"  he  snorted.  *  They've  thrown  enough  stones 
at  me.  I'll  show  them  that  a  City  Majorson  has  got 
lighting  blood  in  him  yet  I  We  Finroys  aren't  allied 
to  the  old  Majorsons  of  Dick  Whittington's  day  for 
nothing.  Hang  it,  when  my  blood's  up  111  do  any- 
thing. I  swear  it— a  nameless  thing  shall  bear  one  of 
the  finest  names  in  the  world  I " 

Words,  words  r    Alders  let  him  talk  on,  knowing  his 
Wood  traditions.    Wasn't  he  the  only  son  of  Sir  James 
Majorson  Finroy,  a  famous  City  merchant,  a  Parliamen- 
tarian and  pamphleteer  of  a  bygone  Liberal  Govern- 
ment, a  man  who  had  talked  so   hard   about   his 
political  ideals  and  quoted  Cobden  so  incessantiy  that 
he  bored  even  Gladstone,  who  threw  him  a  Baronetcy 
to  keep  him  quiet    After  which  he  had  retired  to  his 
residence  at  Cobdenmere,  in  Kent,  and  grew  cabbages 
on  a  phaoM>phic  prindplc.  invented  impossible  systems 
of  European  peace,  called  every  man  his  brotiier  and 
wouldn't  shake  hands  witii  a  tradesman. 

Up  to  the  present  Nigel  seemed  to  have  inherited 
only  the  theatrical  inconsistencies  of  tiiis  worthy  father 
witiiout  his  solid  courage.  The  son's  social  ideals  were 
expressed  by  an  entire  throwing  over  of  all  self-restraint, 
any  courtesy  tiiat  cost  him  trouble,  and  all  decency 
that  seemed  td  him  to  serve  no  parti'cular  or  immediate 
ends. 

He  was  a  blonde  person,  good-looking,  if  a  littie  too 
broad   and   fair,  with  a  cherubic  effect   of  outiine 
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hMvily  contnulicted  by  the  hardneM  of  hli  eyes,  and  a 
general  air  of  vainglory  and  cool  impudence  that  had 
always  got  him  a  good  newspaper  paragraph  audience. 
He  had  done  some  speechifying  and  political  writing  in 
between  his  private  gaieties,  and  had  mapped  out  for 
himself  a  Parliamentary  career  when  he  should  succeed 
to  the  title  and  quite  limited  little  esUte— one  had 
almost  said  cabbage-garden— of  the  good  and  serious 
Sir  James.  On  these  grounds  he  imagined  himself  to 
be  a  graceful  combination  of  Count  D'Orsay  and 
William  Pitt,  but  the  result  was  rather  like  a  pocket 
Bacchus  in  business.  This  horribly  public  affair  now 
threw  all  such  hopes  into  abeyance.  His  wife,  the 
daughter  of  the  late  Marquis  of  Rackstock,  had  avenged 
her  wrongs  at  least  so  much. 

Terry  Alders  let  him  talk  on  with  the  amiable  latitude 
usually  allowed  to  lunatics,  directed  his  attention  to  the 
uses  of  refifeshment,  and  listened  to  endless  confidences 
about  Maudie  Bathshaw's  pursuit  of  him,  the  vampire, 
and  Lady  Phillippa's  spuming  of  him,  the  Puritan,  with 
the  patience  of  the  sleepy  and  unbelieving.  Finroy 
was  always  as  peevish  with  the  women  about  him  as 
Benjamin  Constant  was  with  Madame  de  Sta«l  and 
poor  Charlotte.  It  was  all  their  fault  They  had  done 
it  A  nameless  thing  should  bear  one  of  the  finest 
names  in  the  world.    Words,  words ! 

Nevertheless  the  three  grey  Sisters  must  have  their 
cavern  underworld  very  near  to  the  hour  of  those  idle 
words,  to  cast  a  warp  through  their  woof,  and  to  weave 
tiiem  into  deeds. 

Ahnost,  if  one  could  have  paused  then  in  the  race 
and  clamour  of  the  traffic,  there  might  have  been  faintly 
heard  the  burring  of  Clotho's  relentless  wheel,  a  steady 
monotonous    undersoig,    humming    out    a    destiny. 
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ne  tbm  grey  duna  alien^y  Ktttd.  nimlv  ini,lriw. 

I  SITT:?*"  *««-'<»I'  «t  that  gia" 

Down  on  the  lowett  rang,  evidently,  or  Ae  n.lrtttow 
m.*  .  nme  In  the  world  with  th.t  I1m*-I„S  tt.  «« 

L'rtSfiJSiS^*"  ''''**  ^  ^  ^'^  ^ho  «tood  talking 

Sr*r^*  the^^younger   of  the   curlews   pSr.   ^ 
flbt  5^^  TL,^  !"*^^  '^'  flowering  on  the  top  of  a 

^  1  ^'.  ""**•    ^"™«* «"  *  »^e  peak  of  defi\n«  to 
the  shapeless,  bedaubed  thing  fadnjlt  It  s,^  ^ 
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once  nbery  and  Impudence.  Only  a  fold  of  dark 
chertnut  hair  and  a  hint  of  red  in  the  lip  gave  coloiir— 
otherwlM  a  Uttle  mousy-eyed  gamin  of  a  thing,  Uke  a 
doien  you  might  meet  in  a  hundred  yarda'  wallc  alone 
Euftmi  Road  any  day. 

Then  »uddenly,  through  the  passing  crowd,  a  man  in 
Mack  pushed  his  way  swiftly,  his  path  bringing  him 
also  doK  up  to  the  two  women.    The  raised  ivory  lace 
in  the  gleam  of  gold  caught  his  invduntaiy  attention 
as  It  had  auijt  Nigel's,  and  he  turned  to  glance  at  It 
witfi  a  kind  of  fierce  scrutiny.    The  plain  rim  of  Us 
collar  showed  him  to  be  of  some  order  ecdesiattlcal 
erni  If  hb  shaven  mouth  and  charming  eyes,  half 
searching,  half  sly,  had  not  done  so  in  themselves.    It 
was  a  face  of  almost  belligerent  earnestness,  made 
human,  actually  whimsical,  by  wrinkles   round   the 
eyes,  the  kind  that  come  with  meny  suflering.     He 
only  glanced  up  once  and  hurried  on  his  way  un- 
noticed by  anyone  in  the  crowd,  but  when  he  did  so 
his  fcce  had  grown  bleak  and   harsh   with  under, 
standby. 

"The  unborn  spirit  trodden  under  man's  heeL"  he 
said  under  his  bieath.    "  How  long,  Lord  ?" 
Again  the  bell  toUed. 

nr^*?''S«.?*  °^  ^^^^'  "^^  Nigel  Finroy,.«that  * 
ni  put  in  Phlllippa's  place." 

The  two  women  were  talking  together  In  the  thud 

ST^^  ****  shuffle,  shuffle  of  many  feet  The 
Urc^  drab-pink  autumn  evening  died  squaUdly  over 
the  Masque  of  Death  in  the  gutter  mud. 

"Fine  clothes,"  the  lady  in  dirty  white  and  sham 
turquoises  was  saying.  ^^ 

No  answer. 

"No  work." 
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Stiu  tntupti 

«  SoMit  hata**  ^ 

ApaaM. 

"Diamondf.'* 

"  I  coold  make  a  cup  of  cocoa  do,"  grated  a  thin 
young  voice  raaooiuly. 

'"  Baay  enougla,'*  muttered  tlie  elder  woman,  ahuflSing 
a  little  on  the  pavement,  her  smudged  eyea  wandering 
JnceMantly  over  tiie  crowds  eternally  passing  under  the 
lamps  iHwae  hard  iHiite  dectrfeity  waned  with  the 
■mdry  ^ow  of  a  soiled  sunset  The  enamd  on  her 
(aoe  looked  a  silly  violat  in  the  half-lights.  Her  voice 
was  thidi  and  slow  and  her  manner  nerveless,  almost 
soDorioc* 

"Look  at  those  others,  tiiere,  all  smarter  than  any- 
thfaig  you've  been  accustomed  ta  That's  Clara  Simons 
with  the  pink  faather,  and  there  goes  Polish  Olga  in 
bine,  and  thoe's  tiie  Frendi  one  with  earrii^^s — we 
don't  know  her  name;  soe's  new.  We  call  her  the 
Baby.  All  of  them  ladies  I  See  how  they  get  on  I 
Whafs  that  you  say?  River?  Only  the  court  mission- 
aries talk  about  Uie  river.  You  need  no  more  tiiink 
about  tiie  river  than  a  fine  lady  at  Court  in  a  train  and 
feathers  thinks  about  her  own  shroud.  It'll  come,  but 
not  yet" 

The  giri  gave  a  short,  sharp  lau|^  like  a  little 
bark,  and  looked  critically  at  the  ta^ry  pacing  figures 
going  to  and  fro,  shuflfe,  shuffle  pace,  pace,  to  the 
slow  boom  of  the  neighbouring  belL  Most  of  them 
quite  young  giris,  and  every  other  <me  of  miy 
nationality  but  English.  She  herself  stood  out  from 
amoi^ist  them  by  reason  of  her  hui^ry-looking 
tiiinness. 

"  I  suppose  that* s  why  you've  let  me  share  your  room 
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The  woman  cnmted  Indifferently. 
A^-^^S^  "  '"•  "^"^  •«*  <*•"««««  I  wanted  to 
wujnt  any  faUe  pietences  that  I  shared  the  bediw 

"Oh  no^  dear  no." 

*  Jurt  for  the  fint  few  days  I  manawd  to  nfek  no 

but  It  wont  Iwep  me  and  Dad  In  food-apedally  i, 
you  cant  .Ing  In  proper  style  when  you're  o\3^ 

a^hungry,    A  vofce  Is  Uke  a  ckST-it  JJonwS^ 
with  nothing  Indde.*  «  wont  work 

2jhte  round  her  dight  throat  a.  though  to  stfllT 
JYou^n't  ring  -  «ki  the  woman.  In  her  muffled 

gMoy  in  the  bead.    I  haven't  tasted  meat  for  a  htm^It 
|»nd  that  was  bloater  paste."  "««»oraweek. 

"No  need  to danoe  either* 

cJrlSri  "^^  **"'  ^'^^y  ^  "irthlessly.  as  a 
nui  might— i^r  sen  dt  mors.  ' 

^"t^' '  «';i«"'«i  up  to  the  k«b«««.  „d 
.^!^i^  ""I  put  U.  hMd  «.  the;L^, 
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"Madam,  will  yon  many  me?" 

The  second's  amazed  silence  was  broken  by  a  laugh 
from  the  creature  in  white.  Alders  jumped  out  of  the 
cab  after  Finroy  and  had  him  by  the  arm  in  a  moment, 
saying — 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  don't  be  an  idiot" 

But  the  girl  stood  looking  reflectively  at  her  im- 
petuous suitor.  She  seemed  hardly  aware  of  any 
incongruity  in  their  respective  appearances.  Her  own 
wretched  fineries,  her  dn^led  attempts  to  be  a  milk- 
maid on  a  dirty  kerb,  a  gay  butterfly  in  the  midst  of  its 
native  dty  mud,  had  a  certain  touch  of  comedy- 
pathos,  some  of  us  might  have  said.  But  not  Finroy. 
He  thought  it  a  fine  joke.  No  agonies  except  his  own 
ever  touched  him.  That  is  why  his  relations  called 
him  a  sensiti\  j  fellow. 

It  had  been  a  wet  autumn  and  the  streets 
were  slimy,  and  a  cruelly  illuminative  beam  of 
d)ring  sunshine  showed  the  splits  in  the  street  syljA's 
boots;  but  she  kept  her  chin  well  up,  and  her  eyes 
had  a  glassy  sort  of  semi-gaiety  kept  t(^;ether  by 
blinks. 

"  It's  a  genuine  offer,"  he  said. 

Again  the  laugh  from  the  older  woman,  then  she 
caught  a  hint  of  something  official  in  the  lawyer's  eye, 
and  slunk  back  into  her  native  shadows,  and  was  lost  in 
the  pacing  crowd. 

Still  the  girl  did  not  answer.  Her  face  was  quite 
unreadable,  but  Terry  Alders,  turning  to  her,  saw  her 
scarlet  upper  lip  lifted  slightly,  showing  an  instantaneous 
gleam  of  very  white  teeth. 

It  was  a  funny  little  trick,  like  the  faint  snarl 
of  a  terrier  or  a  rat,  and  it  passed  in  a  flash,  and 
tiie  lips  shut  primly  into  a  butt<m.    It  seemed  to  tick 
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h^  own*  *'"'**'  ^"^^  "^^^  '**"*  *'""*'  ^«^o«  of 

«  h!  wr'~^K'"  .P^'""'"^  ^'2*=''  ^«"g  *«  engagingly 
as  he  was  sure  he  knew  how.  ^^ 

"WasitHanwdl?"  she  said  quietly.    "Or  private 

rstrci^^^'p?'-'^  --^'"^  -'  ^^  ^-^  e^pt' 

It  was  now  Alders  who  laughed. 

"  Come,  thaf  s  enough.  Nigel ! "  he  said.  ••  You've  eot 
your  answer  in  all  conscience."  ^ 

^  But  the  other  shook  hin,  off  and  pressed  eagerly 

"  I  assure  you,  madam-miss,"  he  went  on.  ••  I  was 
never  more  serious  in  my  life." 

;'Thafs  a  bad  lookout."  said  the  girl,  in  the  same 
quie^  mtent  manner,  her  queer  "cute"  evS  n^ 
living  his  fac    "What  L  you  lite  wj^  j^X 

"  Come,  you're  hard  on  me  1 " 

"One  hard  and  one  soft,  that's  match,- she  said    She 

ffUte  "l^h/  ^'  ''"^-^^"^  ^-»»^-'  -^^e  lot: 
T.I?  J  her  voice  gave  a  curious  ominousncss  to 
all  she  said.  Rather  like  a  child  speaking  its  ^ey 
I  -^ --ts  aloud,  calmly  experLntSTSll 

Ihe  wLTa^r^mr.^  t^""  Pe^uasiveness  of  which 
andX  Sr  '  °*^i'!«,»»W  use  of  his  hard  blue  eyes 

P^^^;^'"^       ^'"^•^'''^"^^~^-    Shewatled 

I    Once  again  Terry  noticed  that  queer  lift  of  the  Ho 

"^  You're  a  regular  gentieman  ?  " 
'—I "  l»e  stuttered. 
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■  From  the  West  End  and  that  ?  " 

••  Yes,  yes— that  sort  of  thing." 

"  With  estates— and  a  lord  and  a  ghost  and  a  villain 
in  the  family,  maybe?" 

"  Some  of  them— yes,  all  three.  Oh  yes,"  stammered 
Finroy,  feeling  Terry's  quizzing  eye  on  the  back  of  his 
neck. 

••  Haven'b you  forgotten  the  family  fool?"  that  gentle- 
man said  indnuatingly. 

"That  I  didn't  need  to  ask  about,"  she  retorted,  with- 
out  a  smile.  She  turned  to  the  other  man.  "You 
mean  It?  All  correct?  Proud  old  mother,  family  por- 
traits, foithful  retainers,  oak  staircase,  debts,  no  wits, 
and  no  character?" 

^  -  All  that  sort  of  thing,  yes,"  he  groaned  imploringly. 
"  Here's  my  card,  if  you  doubt  me.  The  lord  in  the 
family  is  a  baronet,  but  I  don't  suppose  that  really 
matters.-  ' 

"Na  Not  If  there's  a  dinner  In  it  too,"  she  said, 
glancing  at  the  card  with  Its  names  of  two  well-known 
clubs  and  a  town  and  country  address. 

This  broad  hint  solved  the  situation.  They  turned 
into  a  sort  of  underground  restaurant,  hardly  more  than 
a  mere  eating-house,  and  a  meal  was  ordered  for  the 
lady. 

Terry,  sleepily  watchful,  and  forced  into  the  pose  of 
mentor  against  his  will,  studied  Nell  Gwynne  at  close 
quarters,  and  laid  a  plan  to  get  her  out  of  Nigel's 
Wiot  wager  when  the  novelty  had  worn  off  a  little,  and 
nearly  went  to  sleep  over  it 

Nigd  was  frankly  hilarious,  and  "  laid  down  his  coat " 
again  and  again  for  the  East  Ender  to  briskly  tread 
upon. 

But  the  guest  ate  Uke  a  litUe  animal.    She  even  tore 
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up  the  dry  roll  with  trembling  fingers  and  finished  that 
before  the  soup  could  be  brought 

*!.  ^?\7***=?f^  «^«y  PJate  and  dish  as  it  was  put  on  to 
the  table  with  eager  ravenousnesj  Her  famished  ercv 
ey^  that  sometimes  shone   sharply  brown  gleaSS 

Julf.n''?'  ?  ^K  '***  "'^'^'y  "°*^^*^  ^'"^  her  mouth 
full  to  Finro/s  chatter,  and  glanced  about  the  gaudily 

l^endou^  """'  '^"  ''"^^  °'  **»  ^-^'^ 
By  and  by  she  emitted  some  brief  information. 
Her  name  was  EUnor  Lovekyn.  Nellie  for  short  She 
had  been  m  a  shoe  factory,  but  had  always  longed  to 
go  on  the  staga  To  cling  to  the  lowesV^runlof  a 
ladder  whose  highest  climbers  reached  the  unspJL^hle 
glory  of  getting  put  on  post-cards  seemed  to  heTto  b^ 

!;°i^'"^nv°'^°^r"**^"^'  B»t  the  principal  diffi! 
culty  of  hfe  was  the  commissariat  businesk  A  Ca„«. 
but  there  it  was:  that  and  clothes.  She  had  tS 
turned  out  of  her  shoe  factoiy  for  dandng  in  w^ 
houra    Usually  dancing  and  singing  mig"?  «t  J^'S 

or.  OUierwise-^he  shrugged  h^shouldfl^^.'Snefeh 
that  Miss  Lo^kyn  knew  her  London  very  much  as 
the  lesser  and  hunted  animals  knew  their  fo«L^ 
pastures.     Such   a   grimly  frank    litUe   «^^ 

^o^uSly'    °^  "^    "^  ^"^«*  -<^  «^ 

But  Terry's  plan  succeeded. 

"  Look  here,"  he  said  in  an  insinuating  aside  as  thev 
came  away.    «  Give  her  enough  money  tS  1  Jt  h«  f^ 

perform  the  marriage  ceremony  on  the  sly  eh?    Yon 
said  East  City?    Probably  we're  quite  do«\oW 

vo^uverj:^  ^z  T  ^""-"-  ^' »"  ^«  -—  -- 

you  ve  fixed  up  the  banns  i 


that,  you  know.' 


*t 


LITANY  LANE 

Whidi  was  absdutely  mendacious  and  misleading, 
but  it  gained  a  little  time  in  which  lay  Terry's  chance.' 
Give  N^  time  and  he  always  fo^;ot  his  most  solemn 
intentions. 

In  that  lay  the  hope  of  his  friends,  since  his  inten- 
tions  were  often  of  a  suicidal  folly. 

But  a  few  days  later  a  paragraph  appeared  in  several 
of  the  papers  which  snapped  finally  the  last  lingering 
friendship  between  the  two  men.  Terry  had  one  blax- 
ing  scene  with  his  old  friend  and  left  him  storming  at 
all  Finroys  and  all  City  parsons  with  political  appoint- 
ments and  slippery  consciences. 

For  the  insulted  Lady  Phillippa,  hiding  her  angry 
self  among  her  'd(^  and  flowers  in  the  house  in 
Little  Wilton  Street,  was  forced  to  read  of  the  fmth- 
coming  marrii^  which  had  been  arranged— very  much 
so  in  this  case— and  would  shortly  take  place  In  a 
well-known  City  church  between  "  Mr.  Nigel  Majorson 
Finroy,  only  son  of  Sir  James  Finroy,  ex-M.P.,  of 
Cobdenmere,  Kent,  and  Miss  Nelly  Lovdcyn,  of  Piccm- 
dflly.- 

The  last  was;  an  Invention.  The  bride's  real  address 
was  Cat  and  Mutton  Alley,  Bethnal  Green,  and  wouki 
really  have  sounded  more  picturesque.  But  it  created 
quite  enough  stir.  The  well-known  City  church  was 
immediately  sought  for  high  and  low  by  a  hunti^  pack 
of  reporters  on  fire  with  tiie  dramatic  possibilities  of 
this  clandestine  wedding,  and  determined  to  get  snap- 
shots of  the  OMitracting  parties  at  all  hazards. 

"Anodier  chorus-girl  marries  an  aristocrat"  for  a 
headline,  or  something  of  that  sort,  with  sidel^hts  on 
how  it  is  to  be  done  by  the  rest  of  the  female  youth  of 
England,  a  kind  of  recipe  which  had  of  late  outgrown 
in  popularity  the  homdier  one  of  how  to  or  ^te  a  dresshi^- 
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table  out  of  an  empty  packing-case  and  a  (rfece  of 
Nottins^uun  lace,  at  one  time  so  beloved  by  the  lesser 
feminine  journals.  A  title  or  a  toilet-table,  from  very 
much  the  same  ingredients,  i.e.  a  bit  of  lace  veiling  and 
something  wooden  and  very  empty  indeed. 
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CHAPTER  III 

••  Mf  tout,  tktn  is  a  ctuntry 
Afar  beyond  the  stars. 
When  stands  a  wingid  sentry 
AU  skilful  in  the  wars." 

HiNRv  Vauohan. 

A  GREY  flagged  courtyard,  black  velvety  shadows 
and  chalky  high-lights  on  the  moulded  stone  of 
a  pseudo-classic  church;   a  silver  wheel  of  pigeons 
flecking  the  gloom  of  smoke-shadowed  walls,  and  in  a 
shaft  of  gold  sunshine  a  scarlet-clad  altar-boy  swinging 
a  brazen  censer  to  and  fro  to  fan  the  charcoal  into  red 
embers.    A  round-headed  rascal,  serious  enough  for  the 
moment  m  his  occupation,  pursed  up  of  lip  over  the 
endeavour  to  make  the  heavy  vessel  swing  rhythmically 
to  the  slow  beats  of  a  bell  ringing  for  ten  o'clock  festal 
Euchanst-the  autumn  meridian  shown  in  the  yellowine 
leaves  of  a  smoky  plane  tree  told   the  day  to  be 
St  Luke  s.    Veiy  busy  also  trying  to  run  in  a  familiar 
l^regonan  melody  to  the  same  concatenation  of  sound 
and  movement,  and  crooning  the  syllables  in  jerks  to 
fit  the  pull  of  the  chain.  j«       w 

"  Bridal  glory  round  thee  shed ; 
Meet  for  him  whose  love  espousM  thee 
To  thy  Lord  shalt  thou  be  led. 
All  thy  streets  and  all  thy  bulwarks 
Of  pure  gold  are  fiuhionM." 

When  that  card-playing,  servant-ridden  liege  lady  of 
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England,  Anne,  of  moribund  memory,  built  or  rebuUt 
several  London  ch-iches  after  the  Fire,  one  fourteenth- 
century  monastery  chapel  behind  some  merchants' 
houses  by  the  City  wall  east  of  St  Paul's  came  to  no 
further  harm  than  th«it  of  being  covered  with  a  coat  of 
dassiasm  on  the  outside  and  a  little  whitewash 
mteriorly     A  lick  of  pohtical  Protestantism,  in  short. 

*'.   ';^.'°>""«  ^*  *"'°  ^'"^  ^'^  ««  state-arranged 
theological  views  of  the  last  reigning  Stuart 

The  lick,  however,  was  only  on  the  surface,  and 
rts  origm  remained  recorded  in  its  title-St  Simon- 
Cordwayners,  Litany  Lane-which  carried  it  back 
by  one  sweep  of  association  to  the  days  of  the  City's 
most  sumptuous  romance.  Here  the  Guild  of  ^e 
Cordwainers-spelt  -  cordwayners  "-one  of  the  lesser 
but  still  important  of  the  great  Craft  Guilds,  had  held 
Its  anniv«wi«i,  celebrated  its  red  Masses,  had  started 
for  Its  chantiiig  street  processions,  and  flaunted  the 
emblazoned  clbth  coats  and  gemmed  insignia  of  its 
CIVIC  unport  _^  b  i«. 

To^ay  two  m«i  walked  together  in  the  courtyard, 
under  the  shadow  of  the  overhanging  warehouses.  The 
sharp  rap  of  their  voices  cut  into  the  still  place,  over 
the  boy's  crooning,  with  a  brisk  echo. 

"  You  wwi't  marry  me  ?  " 

"  I'd  rather  bury  you." 

«  Then  I  can  tell  you  there'll  be  the  Jingo  to  pay." 

sh.li\*       '^If  °'^  """"S*  8°ds?    Well.  well,  he 
shaU  have  my  dnmrs-^undtr  the  drcumstances." 

Look  here.  I  believe  the  law  can  compel " 

The  law?    The  law  has  unmarried  you.    Let  the 
law  marry  you  again  I" 

"p—n  you,  Majorson— you  to  talk  like  that  when 
you've  got  my  Gov-nor  to  thank  for  putting  you  teto 

as 
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AIs  living.    Beastly  to  round  on  your  own  people  like 

-I'ln  obeying  the  law  of  the  Church,  thafs  all 
Noticing  to  do  with  political  influence,  or  one's  own 
people  either,  actually.  A  higher  thing.  There  are 
higher  things." 

*  Man-made  nonsense,  like  any  other  law  I " 
**Then,  lor,  man,  why  do  you  come  here  for  its 
blessing?" 

The  priest  turned,  half  stopped,  and  looked  with 
rallying  Impatience  into  F?nroy's  eyes.  He  was  an 
almost  singularly  handsome  man  of  thirty-six  or  forty, 
of  medium  height,  and  curiously  neat  and  decisive  in 
bdld  and  movements,  with  a  finely  wrought  olive  face 
brought  into  prominence  by  the  sombreness  of  his 
dress—he  wore  his  cassock  and  biretta  and  carried  a 
surplice  over  his  arm,  having  been  on  his  way  to  take 

•  ■*^<*  ''***"  ^^  *****  **"^"  "P  "^  accosted  him. 
He  did  not  know,  even  now,  that  the  motor  cab  stand- 
ing outside  the  high  iron  railings  contained  somethhig 
intent  and  critical,  kicking  a  smaU  buckled  shoe  and 
watching  him  curiously  from  under  low  brows.  He 
wouW  have  been  furious  if  he  had. 

It  was  a  queer  place  for  so  much  modernity  to  invade 
in  so  sudden  a  fashion.  Such  modernity  that  came  to  it 
could  only  want  something,  with  that  kind  of  ecdesias- 
tical  cupboard  love  so  trying  to  the  downright  parson. 

"  If  you  doubt  me  go  to  the  Bishop,"  Majorson  added, 
making  a  stand  by  the  vestiy  steps  and  looking  at  his 
•  watch. 

"  The  Bishop  I  A  fine  thing  If  a  few  fanatical  priests 
can  dictate  a  man's  matrimonial  affairs  in  this  fashion  I" 

"  If  s  their  province,  after  all,  isn't  It  ?  The  marriage 
blessing  can't  be  given  twice,  you  see." 
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"  Bid  Ming  I  Ugh  I  No  wonder  your  wretched  creed* 
are  going  to  the  dogs  I" 

"  From  celestial  realms  descending 
Bridal  glory  round  thee  shed  " 

crooned  the  red  boy  from  his  sunny  comer. 

"  Men  make  creeds  of  their  own  passions  as  arbitrary 
as  any  pronouncement  of  Nicaea,"  said  the  parson, 
shrugging.  "Just  take  the  negative  out  of  any  of  the 
commandments  and  there's  the  world's  own  Decak)gue 
for  you  I  You  must  recognize  it?  •  Thou  **«// commit, 
thou  skalt  covet,'  etc" 

He  made  a  quick  deprecating  gesture,  and  smiled 
sideways  with  a  wry  kind  of  contempt  at  his  com- 
panion. 

His  left  eyebrow  was  set  slightly  nearer  over  his  eye 
than  the  right,  and  the  twist  gave  something  quaintly 
smfater  to  his  otherwise  almost  too  fitultlessly  cut  &ce. 
It  humanized  the  carved  ecclesiasticism  into  a  poMi. 
bUity  of  passion  and  whimsicality,  like  a  portrait  of  a 
saint  gone  delightfully  wrong  at  the  last  moment 

"  Ah,  I  think  I  see—the  shocked  relation  hiding  behind 
tiie-derical  offirlal,"  sneered  Finroy.  He  would  not 
say  ••priest-  hj  had  a  feminine  fashion  in  war&re 
and  never  forgot  the  opportunities  for  pin-work. 

Majorson  whistled. 

"  Call  it  what  you  like/;  he  said  shortiy.  -  You  have 
such  fine  names  for  your  own  vices  that  your  labels  for 
my— principles— are  immaterial." 

There  was  an  odd  lambent  light  that  used  to  come 
into  Nigel's  eyes  when  he  was  outwitted,  capable  of 
creating  an  almost  physical  sense  of  hatred,  like  the 
spit  of  a  frog.  Majorson  felt  it  now,  and  his  own  Hung 
back  a  steely  counter-challenge. 
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ui'^S  '^V'^^  ""**«'  ^  ^^  «*P»«»  «nd  fe«  to 
Mustering  in  his  pettish,  finicking  fashion,  craclcing  at 
the  flagstones  with  his  heeL  The  parson  tried  to  add 
an  appeal  to  his  better  nature,  which  he  thought  be 
made  gentie.    On  the  contrary,  it  cut  Finroy  like  a 

TJj  '°"^*^  "®*  **  8*"''*  *"***  ***•'  ^"^y  of  repulsten 
jihuddenng  in  his  very  finger-tips.  Contempt  clipped 
Ills  terminations,  and  rapped  in  his  consonants.  The 
Clash  of  their  two  furies  was  almost  audible  in  the 
silence. 

"  So  good  day  to  you,"  said  Nigel,  tossing  an  unclean 
blasphemy  about  the  Church  and  the  Church's  laws  in 
his  kinsman's  teeth.  His  tones  were  lightiy  gallant, 
and  he  turned  away,  bowing  mockingly  like  a  French- 
man. 

The  bell  stopped   ringing.    The  pigeons  wheeled 
once  and  alighted  on  the  cupola.    The  scarlet  boy  went 
m  at  the  sacristy  door  with  his  swinging  embers  glowing 
alight    Majorson  paused  on  the  steps  to  raise  his 
buette  with  a  gesture  equally  mocking  and  gallant  to 
M^tch  the  strong  weU-built  figure  stride  away  across 
the  yard  with  regret  cutting  into  his  wrath.    Then  for 
the  first  time  he  caught  sight  of  the  girl's  face  in  the 
cab.    It  looked  back  at  him  eagerly.    The  eagerness 
was  of  a  purely   business  character,   Miss  Lovekyn 
bemg  concerned  solely  about  her  own  matrimonial 
prospects.    But  something  in  her  unconscious  face- 
something  hardly  so  much  of  the  child  as  of  the  little 
puzzled  animal— gripped  the  priest-instinct  in  him  and 
turned  his  contemptuous  anger  into  broken  pain  and 
dismay. 

That  half-fed,  half-grown  coquette  the  partner  in  the 
wretched  business?  He  had  imagined  something  so 
utterly  different,  something  much  bolder,  more  cunning, 
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more  lophisticated.  It  was  the  puzzle  in  it  that  tore  at 
him  as  monstrous,  frightful.  The  ivory  peak  of  the  hce 
seemed  familiar,  the  rather  tilted  small  nose,  the  intent- 
ness  of  the  curious,  hard  eyes,  the  line  of  the  full  red 
lips.  Where  had  he  seen  it  before?  But  he  came  into 
daily  conUct  with  so  many  of  the  young  people,  men 
and  girls,  of  the  submerged  classes,  that  probably  all  he 
recognized  in  the  case  wta  a  type,  he  said  to  himself. 

Even  as  he  stood  there  trying  to  locate  the  sense  of 
sharp  pain  and  recollection  that  the  face  called  up,  a 
loud  laugh  rang  out  from  the  pair  in  the  cab,  and  tossed 
and  re-echoed  in  the  walled  courtyard  as  tangibly  as 
though  someone  had  sent  a  cricket- ball  ricochetting 
sharply  between  the  church  and  the  warehouses.  The 
insult  was  obvious.  The  clock  struck  ten,  and  he  had 
no  choice  but  to  go  in  to  the  scented  gloom  of  the 
church  and  perform  the  sacred  duties  awaiting  him 
with  such  serenity  as  he  could  muster. 

His  face  was  grimly  alight  as  he  brou^t  up  the  rear 
of  the  festal  fwocession.  He  did  not  attempt  to  deny 
the  furfous  human  indignation  that  lay  behind  the 
ecclesiastical  verdict  He  was  fairly  exulting  over  the 
priestly  power  that  gave  him  the  right  to  refuse  marriage 
to  a  thing  like  Nigel  Finroy.  Let  him  take  the  civil 
form  like  any  other  sneak.  He  had  fairly  swung  out 
his  refusal,  as  Tctfquemada  might  have  swung  out  an 
Inquisition  fiat,  as  Savonarola  refused  to  absolve  the 
dying  "  Magnificent,"  Lorenzo  Medici,  while  the  agonies 
of  a  wracked  dty  raged  for  remission  round  hiS  gorgeous 
death-bed. 

His  warfare  was  against  the  sheer  daring  of  vice, 
tricking  itself  out  in  the  methods  and  ceremonies  of  the 
socially  decent,  impudent,  blatant,  unashamed.  To 
such  a  man  there  was  a  swinging  radness  in  such  a 
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w^  ~.L^'?i  *'"**'  "P  ^  *  committee  dealing 
SeDS^!riJ5*'"^'"'^«'«"^  Here  he  hJ 
oJ  flS^^^  ?^?»  •  ^•'y  »o«K-footed  maiden  la^ 

wTs^^^-    f ""  '^  ^'  pronounced  S. 

feSuf^f   "« '^«hed  he  had  not  seen  it    Itstnicka 

Sf^Sl^'^H*^    Onetries„ottobe.e„timSS; 

wtr  !Sl^i!«  •'  ^  hcart-rtrings.  wmehoiT 

uSL^L.^  "5^"»  '""  ^^'^  »»«  hiried^  to 
Utany  Lam^  and  went  into  a  tmaU  shop  with  l«UJ 

Sl^ed'^S!!?'^^"^    AUttle^^^^^ 
SL  St.^„^7;  mouae^oloured  £2.  of  hTLS 

-  .*  *?<*"«»  «wl  round  the  waist  ^^^ 

officklriAm  «J  °*v«  just  heard  a  lecture  on  the  sheer 

•ense  a  carica^.  Sf^^^int'  JV^^  T"**" 
She  shivers  up  alholy^S^^  "^  f     "^  ^""~=y- 

«  action,  and  have  a  card  amioundng  it  to  har^by  a 
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ml  eoH  00  ywr  bedroom  w«U.  bdbre  you  an  be  «ld 

boxc»      Lord,  deliver  us  from  such  I    For  they  are 
flOAny  I  ' 

The  Vicar  laughed  and  looked  round. 

."  ^f  irP'  *^l?f  ?'"«■  ^^^y  '"'»••  *^«  Princess  ?  " 
All,  Vicar.   This  job  is  the  last,"  said  the  Uttle  man, 

7^^^t^  T^J^^'P^y  *"^  ^"'^^^'^y-    He  had  sprout- 
U^b«jh«.  of  brows  half  hiding  his  shaded  haWWsh 

TT'.'J^  ?!rV"  ^"^""l  **"'  ^~^  Stephen  bear. 
1.C   4  nt  of  Italy  In  every  dash  of  his  palntTbrush-as 

iSSls^.'?^  '^*"'  *"  ^'^  "^'^  Romanlsm- 
Majorson  looked  absent-mindedly  at  the  pictufe.  a 
'T'JrJ^u^"'  ^«^'  ^^  ■««»  feet  and  hiSds. 
«*^  S""f  he  said,  and  glanced  round  at  several 
otter  objecu  from  bronze  shrine  lamps  to  copper  cups, 
and  a  very  fine  specimen  of  enamels  on  the  ^hwTpointo 

he  added  with  enthusiasm.  x"«™i 

The  llttie  man  grunted    It  did  not  become  the  lay 
^    ;  **!  **  Coi^wayner.  to  be  affable,  or  Z 

w^  Fof^Ll'^'";*^  '^"P  to  praise  his  own 
rr*^  ^' ?*******  """^^^^  treasures  were  the  work  of 
the  Industrial  Guild  bearing  that  name,  and  twT^ 

naiTow  shop-room,  which  adjoined  some  of  the  church 
building  at  the  back,  was  the  place  in  which  the  ^ 
^^sold  for  the  benefit  of  the  London  streetmllS^S 

-  A  private  exhibition  like  hers  will  be  a  good  adver- 
ti^ment  for  this  sort  of  thing."  said  MajorST  "C 
was  one  of  the  reasons  I  agreed  to  let  the  Princess  Max 
have  a  show  of  them.    She  says  they  wiU  sell" 
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"She  says!"  repeated  Barney  Jalfin.  bending  over 
his  bit  of  rag  and  oil-pot  "A  heap  of  fashionable- 
women,  scented  up  to  the  eyes,  wriggling  in  their  silks, 
dangling  tiieir  silly  chains!  They  to  know  whether 
St  Agnes  x  rries  the  correct  kind  of  lamb,  or  wears  the 
proper  coronal!  They'll  all  be  thinking  of  their  own 
hats.' 

*'Not  Her  Royal  Highness?"  said  Majorson  indul- 
gently.    "Come,  now." 

"She  will  be  thinking  of  yours,  sir— that  is,  how  to 
get  you  a  mitre!" 

Majorson  shrugged,   a   little   contemptuously,   half 
amused.    Everybody  let  the  waspish  little  Jalfin  talk 
as  he  liked.     His  splendid  work  always  outbalanced - 
his  words,  and  his  cranks  were  cheerfully  forgiven. 

"Talking  of  women  of  fashion,"  the  little  brother 
said  suddenly,  laying  down  his  implements  and  stand- 
ing  up,  wiping  his  hands  on  a  cloth.  "  We've  had  one 
here  to^lay— a  colossal  specimen.  I  ought  to  have 
told  you  before.  Vicar.  I'm  sorry  I  overlooked  my 
duty,  but  you  were  out  at  a  meeting  early  in  the  after- 
noon, and  she  came  at  noon.  She  also  went  quickly. 
She  came  about  a  marriage. 
"A  marriage?" 

"She  wanted  to  stop  it,  I  understood.  Had  a  pro- 
prietary interest  in  it,  I  gathered,  from  her  glaring 
eyes.  She  caught  me  in  the  sacristy,  seeing  after  the 
vestments.  Very  impudent  and  persistent,  like  all  ier 
sex  and  set" 

"Well,  but  what  about  the  marriage  she  wished  to 
atop  f    What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"Said  there  was  some  brute  of  a  man— your  pardon. 
Vicar— who  had  been  divorced  and  was  going  to  get 
oufried  again  here  at  St  Simon's  I    A  likely  tale  I  told 
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her.  'Madam,'  I  said,  'we  don't  re-import  returned 
empties  here.'  She  seemed  quite  relieved,  though  she 
looked  at  me  as  if  I  was  a  fly  in  gum." 

Majorson  knitted  his  brows.  This  was  a  new  aspect 
of  Ac  situation.  He  asked  the  lady's  name.  Brother 
Jalfin  did  not  know  it    He  asked  what  she  was  like. 

"Twenty  warships  set  sail,  with  as  many  more  sUken 
flags  waving,"  he  replied  poetically,  then  suddenly  de- 
scended to  eartL  "Painted  to  the  ears  but  done 
cleverly,"  he  said.  "  Eyelashes  shaded,  eyes  managed 
hair  enhanced  the  colour  of  varnished  pinewood,  tall' 
well  buflt-rather  too  well  buflt-goigeously  furred 
and  laced  and  scented  and  sUked,  and  a  Tartar  if  there 
ever  was  one,  as  there  has  always  been  one  ever  since 
the  dogs  left  the  palms  of  the  prototype's  hands  in  the 
palace-yard  of  Samaria  I " 

"You  are  sure  she  left  no  name?"  said  Majorson. 
takmg  no  notice  of  all  this.  "  It  wasn't  Lady  Phmiooa 
—anything?"  *^*^ 

"She  gave  none.  I  wouldn't  give  her  time.  I 
bundled  her  and  all  her  works,  including  her  complexion 
out  of  my  sacristy,  and  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  to 
clear  the  air  after  she  had  gone.   I  had  to  do  that  or - 

"  Well,  she  seems  to  have  been  very  obedient" 

"  Oh,  it  wasn't  that,  but  I  mentioned  a  person  in  holy 
orders  that  I  thought  might  be  capable  of  defying  h^ 
B»hop  and  tying  up  the  precious  bridegroom  for  a 
consK^  .ation,  and  off  she  went  pelting  after  him— 
CanoD  Slinr    n  of  Christ  Church,  HoliweU  Square;" 

"  Come,  poor  old  Slimson  I  Too  bad  I  Too  bad  I  I 
daitbdieve  he'd  do  it,  when  you  reaUy  got  him  into 
:  ine  comer. 

"Has  any  human  being  ever  got  him  into  a  comer? 
Eels  cant  be  got  fato  comers.    However,  I  got  rid  of 
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Je  Scarlet  Woman,  which  was  all  I  wanted,"  puited 
the  smaU  brother,  quite  delighted  at  his  success. 

But  Majorson  was  annoyed  and  puzzled.  Finroy's 
affairs  seemed  to  be  even  more  complicated  than  the 
run  of  such  episodes.  What,  in  the  name  of  Heaven, 
would  be  the  outcome  of  such  a  reckless  tangle  of  blind 
passions  ?    And  who  was  this  other  element  in  the  hate- 

f»««  ?  He  gave  up  trying  to  guess,  but  the  hopeless 
confusion  of  sin  settled  on  to  his  mind  as  a  conscious 
•adness. 

1^  r^  of  his  evening  was  filled  up  with  Men's  Club 
pork  and  a  late  service  for  the  Cordwayner  Brothers 
who  met  at  nights,  laymen  and  clerics,  in  an  upper  room 
fa  one  of  the  church  buildings,  to  produce  the  work  of 
their  various  handcrafts  and  to  discuss  their  plans  and 
arrangements.    These  were  wood-carvers,  church  artists 
metal-workers,  window  designers,  architects,  carpenters 
and  mis^nists ;  amateurs,  mostly.  City  clerks,  working 
moi,  and  giggling  boys  from  Oxford  with  the  heroic 
parochialism  of  the  newly  ordained  hot  within  them. 
Thy  earned  their  titie  only  in  the  sense  that  they  made 
cords  to  draw  upwards  the  wandering  heart  of  the  world. 
A  middle-aged  stockbroker's  clerk,  with  broken  health 
and  heart,  who  had  learnt  a  curious  system  of  making 
TOT^wpets  on  a  basis  of  coarse  string  came  nearest  to 
doerving  the  title  in  actual  fact,  for  he  also  made 
«Jwicja  girdles  in  a  kind  of  woollen  rope.    Otherwise 
"^■"^fo«y— *nd  the  good-humoured  clubmanship—  - 

A  jutted  gaUe  looking  over  the  courtyard  formed  a 
amaU  ^apel  in  which  the  brothers  held  their  short 
night-oflice.    For  a  short  time  after  it,  under  the  red- 

Jwny  r^  of  ti»e  sanctuary  lamp,  tiiey  came  and  knelt 
tnen^  and  were  still  in  meditation  before  tiw  lat^ 
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wooden  Calvary  that  filled  the  east  wall.  To-night 
iMajorson  drove  his  mind  back  through  his  day,  removed 
Ithus  from  the  maddening  sense  of  Time,  which  ruins  all 
■♦"le  thought  The  distant  cries  and  sounds  of  a  city, 
at  most  human  of  appeals,  rang  faint  and  muffled 
Bund  their  little  island  of  silence.  Here  it  was  easy 
to  pray  for  the  fight  of  the  spirit  over  the  passions,  that 
daUy  clash  of  seraphim  and  hell-legions  that  makes  the 
•nguish  and  splendour  of  the  world.  As  a  soldier  on 
»e  side  of  the  fierce  cherubim  of  moral  right  he  had 
to-day  had  a  sharp  engagement,  and  the  dust  and  din 
of  battle  still  filled  his  nostrils  and  quickened  his  oulses^ 
with  its  irresistible  glory.  ^ 

If  a  woman  had  fallen  under  the  chariot  wheels  of 
such  a  fight  wasn't  it  part  of  the  battle  ?  But  the  horror 
■vas  that  she  had  looked  up  at  him  from  under  them 
vith  pu2zled  eyes. 


CHAPTER  IV 

fraan  uprtsudH  matck  aUmrimgvict: 

St  fern  tktimUt  tMr  wiU  iy  tmmstl  vriu." 

RiCMAKD  HlU. 

•  IV/f  EANWHILE  Miss  Lovekyn.  unaware  of  the 

lyi   iTOUble  she  was  causing  anybody,  was  beine 

dnven  about  and  ftted  to  an  extent  tliat  was  beyond 

all  dnammg.    When  they  left  the  church  they  drove 

w       JJ^"!:  **^  ''^'^'  *  **»**»">>'  place  with  a  brass 

iSlfi  tH^*  ^uJ^'  *"^  "«^y  ""^  P*P«»  fi'^ed  on  to 
small  boards  with  drawing-pins  outside  its  lintel. 

Here  she  lifted  again  in  the  cab,  whilst  Mr.  Finroy 
went  in  for  a  few  minutes.  He  came  oat  laughing  and 
tossing  up  a  coin.  -k    ug  juw 

J^Shall  we  do  it,  Nell,  or  not?    Heads  or  tails?"  he 
"Do  what?" 
"Get  majTied.    There."    He  got  back  into  the  cab. 

fi?Si  J V  ?*^y' *"y**°''-    B«t  come  and  shi^  aU 
STy^      London  that  we  can  have  lunch  together. 

Theydrovetoaplacewhichperhapsnohumanbeine 
has  ever  entered  before  with  such  qres  of  wonder  if 
wa,  only  the  Carlton  Restaurant,  but  to  the  East  E;d«. 

She  rtood  stork  stiU  at  the  entrance  fhmi  the  bl^ 
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,  staring  helplessly  at  the  forest  of  flowered  and  feathered 
hats-^Jiey  were  worn  very  large  that  year— at  the 
inimitable  shimmer  of  the  dresses,  the  movement  of  the 
faces,  the  dazzle  of  the  carefully  posed    beauty  of 
lovely,  idle  women.    She  put  up  h«^  hand  involuntarily 
to  her  own  hat-<a  new  one  bought  in  Oxford  Street— 
Md  stooked  down  her  thin  grey  coat  mechanically. 
She  felt  that  before  such  a  vision  she  was  indecently 
j  attired,  even   in   these   fine  clothes— to  her.    Nigel 
I  laughed  patronizingly,  and  had  almost   to  pull   her 
I  through  the  maze  of  little  tables  to  a  seat  at  the  corner 
lof  the  gallery,  a  thing  he  only  succeeded  in  doing 
Ibecause  the  incessant  chatter,  like  a  surging  ocean,* 
Immgled  with  the  band  and  gave  one  a  faint  sense  of 
■courage. 

Some  of  the  women  glanced  up,  sniggered,  and 
Itumed  away.  Others  gazed  blankly  through  Nigel  and 
Ihts  queer  companion  as  though  they  were  invisible. 
IMen  pointed  them  out  with  shrugs  and  the  good- 
|humoured  sneers  of  fellow-sinners. 

Happily  for  herself,  Nelly  did  not  realize  anything  of 
W  alL  She  was  only  grateful  to  the  waiter  for  not 
sking  her  to  go  out  again,  and  sat  studying  the  crowd 
wth  the  profound  intensity  of  a  UtUe  dog.  To  her 
^ey  were  aU  such  perfectly  beautiful  persons  that  any 
^la  or  stares  in  her  direction  were  accepted  almost 
>  comphments. 

"Waiter,  waiter!    Have  you  any  rice  pudding?" 
Jigel  calkd  across  several  tables  just  as  the  band 
ptopped  after  a  gay  air. 
"Rice  pudding,  sir?" 

"Yes.    For  this  young  lady.    She  comes  straight 
IrinkSiiSl-^  "**  ca«  only  eat  rice  pudding  and 
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arch  witticisnl.  He  got  some  in  the  eydlda  of  the  men 
and  the  «low  stares  of  the  women,  wh^  admired  the 
oaring  of  blatant  fastness. 

There  now  I     v/hy,  I  eat  anything  I  can  get" 
Waiter  waiter,  anything  you  can  get !    The  young 
lady  eats  that,  she  says.    It  was  a  fasting  convent" 

Fasting  ?  You're  going  a  bit  too  fast  yourself,  if  you 
please.  You're  making  all  the  pretty  ladies  stare  and 
the  ugly  ones  turn  their  backs  on  us.    How  horrid  1" 

Surely  that's  the  right  way  on,  eh  ?  Do  I  want  the 
ugly  ones?" 

"Why  do  rtcta-gentiemen-look  with  long  looks 
and  laugh  like  a  dog  snarling?    Is  it  my  hat?" 

"  Nonsense.    Have  some  /tors-d'eeuvre." 

"Old  dove?  No  thank  you.  Pigeon  isn't  the  kind 
of  game  to  take  high.  Now  what  ate  you  laughing  at? 
I  know,  because  Bob  Higgler  who  sells  rabbit-skins 
down  Broadway  told  me  so." 

"You  are  lovely  I    Hwe  some  ^t^de/oiegras." 
What  funny  things  you  do  eat    Paddy  in  a  fog! 
Or  was  It  frog  you  said  ?"  ^  «k  « 

"  Here  now,  have  some  rdchauffi  de  ipinard?" 

"  Chauffeur  in  a  Panhard  I  What  a  name  for  dinner. 
Us  like  a  cannibal.  I  do  wish  you  would  call  beef 
beef  and  mutton  mutton.  V^hat  a  nice  band."  She 
tapped  with  h«  feet  « If  I  dared  I'd  go  and  dance  in 
that  space  by  the  lovely  lady  in  a  green  dress." 

"That  lovely  lady  in  a  green  dress  would  scream  if 
you  did.    She  is  a  duchess," 

"Is  she?"  said  NeUy,  suddenly  subdued,  and  leaning 
her  arms  on  the  table  the  better  to  stare  with  iiiSL 
reverential  eyes  at  the  graciously  slim  figure  in  green 
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with  a  bunch  of  lilies  at  the  breast  "  How  beautiful 
and  happy." 

"  She  isn't  either,"  said  Nigel,  going  on  with  his  lunch 
industriously.  "She's  only  well  dressed  and  boied  to 
deatL" 

"Why?    Bored?    What  for ?"  said  Nelly. 

"  Her  husband  n^lects  her." 

«Why?" 

"You  must  ask  Maudie  Bathshaw,"  said  Nigel,  with 
his  mouth  full.    "  Thank  the  gods  for  me  that  it  is  sa" 

"  But  why  does  it  concern  you  ?" 

"  Ask  Maudie  Bathshaw,"  said  Nigel  again. 

"  Maudie— Bath— shaw,"  said  Nelly  to  herself,  making 
the  little  snarl-face  that  always  ticked  off  her  mental 
notes.  She  had  quite  a  number  of  new  names  to  learn, 
the  names  of  all  that  funny  food  too.  She  had  also 
to  watch  the  duchess,  who  was  young  and  dainty, 
with  her  lips  parted  and  her  eyes  critical  and  intent 
talking  in  all  the  accumulated  splendours,  also  all  the 
mannerisms  to  the  very  shadow  of  a  gesture.  Nothing 
escaped  her.  She  was  going  to  do  all  that  herself, 
every  Wt,  when  she  got  away,  even  to  the  way  the  lady 
had  of  holding  up  and  caressing  her  breast  lilies  as  she 
talked  with  languid  sweetness  to  her  companion,  a  very 
brilliant-looking  little  woman. 

Already,  during  lunch,  she  had  studied  so  many  smart 
and  sweeping  exits  that  when  their  turn  came  to  rise 
and  leave  the  place,  she  got  up  and  did  a  walk  out  that 
was  a  brilliant  bit  of  caricature,  and  went  quaintly  with 
her  scanty,  ready-made  coat  and  skirt,  and  tossed  back 
imitation  fur  stole.  She  was  the  queerest  little  %ure. 
Several  heads  turned  to  look  at  her,  and  one  or  two 
people  lauded  with  contemptuous  good  nature  at  the 
obvious  pathos  of  such  an  interloper  in  such  comiMiny. 
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Nigel  laughed  too,  highly  pleased     H*  k.j 
.     engagement  that  afternoon   h^u  ^  *'"*^^ 

•«*in  at  a  theatre  llteTo^LK    ^^  7^  '*»  "*»*• 
money  out  o?  Ws^k^'  L  u      ^^  *«•«>»«  »oo« 

"S^-d-byc  fS'thrntrccT '' '"' '" '"  •  ^»»  -"^ 

Then  she  S>ttut  ^^T 1  '"   '^''?-'»*"<*''««hfe? 
Square  shoo  «nW  i!!  ^!      .  *"**  *"*"*  '"^  »  Leicester 

»«n  ribbon  for  terT?/-    -f"**.""'  """  8™" 

"»»•      Then  dH^  ,l™2I!tJS  the  time  of  yw,  for 
glodou.beS.M.^    h^  **•'  ■'"«'««»  "«• 

"Dear  Sir, 

-Ponber.j^'J^i^^^you.oc.U 
Believe  me  to  be,  etc, 

"  Augusta  Mauni" 
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Majorson  went  rather  gladly.  ThI.  lady  was  a 
great  fnend  to  his  work,  and  the  ride  towards  the 
W«t  on  a  bus  top  this  golden  autumn  afternoon  was 
cheering  after  the  shifting  grey  and  clatter  of  the 
City. 

If  there  was  just  a  hint  of  a  pose  in  calling  on  such 
a  personage  on  a  bus  it  was  one  of  those  poses 
that  the  more  saintly  a  High  Churchman  is  the  I^ 

as  close  to  the  house  as  any  other  vehicle,  for  the 
Princess  Max  lived  m  an  echoing  street  in  the  northern 
regions  behmd  the  Marble  Arch,  a  street  with  high 
iron  railings  before  the  windows,  and  deeply  set  low 

raAer  idioticaUy  from  above  them.  The  shades  of 
Lady  Bl«asington  and  Mrs.  Brian  Newcome  hai  nted 
the  long  dim  terraces  of  these  houses,  and  one  might 
have  seen  the  billowings  of  ghostly  crinolines  in  Se 
wide  sleepy  dniwing-rooms  at  nights,  and  have  heard 

?oL^^*"""''^'  °^  %  ""^^y  Tom  Moore  singing 
floweiy  love-songs  at  fluted-sUked  pianos. 

He  found  the  royal  lady  seated  with  Miss  Augusta 
5[«rj3  ^  '"'!*'  d«wing-,oom.  a  tempte  whose 
dim-toned,  uncertain  shadowi„esses  were  fairly  familiar 
to  him,  he  having  been  a  privil^ed  visitor  upon  re- 

teresfang  objects  to  anybody  but  that  most  desperately 
tm^ing  of  beings  a  religious  man.  The  fram^SS^ 
9we«is  of  drab  and  magenta  roses  in  Berlin  woolwork 
Reaped  altogether  an  eye  that  would  have  not^  a 
ite^e^7  immediately,  not  for  its  artistie  but 
its  theokigical  s^ficance.       But  the  mystic  inner 
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meaning  of  drab  wool  roies— quite  am  potent,  by  the 
by— was  utterly  loet  upon  the  clerical  mind 

The  Princeu  was,  of  course,  of  far  too  high  rank  to 
need  to  be  fashionable,  and  much  too  3roung  to  be 
called  out  of  date. 

She  greeted  him  sitting,  and  waved  him  to  a  chair 
and  was  quite  unusually  quick  over  the  business  details 
of  a  big  sale  and  exhibition  she  was  organising  on  the 
Church's  behalf.      She  enquired  ntbtr  perfunctorily 
about  the  Cordwayners'  exhibits,  and  then  sakl  with 
sudden  animation — 
••  Is  it  true  that  dear  Sir  James  Finroy  is  so  ill?" 
"Only  too  true,  madam." 
**  Sad,  sad  I    It  is  thought  he  will  not  live  ? " 
"  I  fear  sa" 

"  It  is  this  awful  affair  of  his  son's  that  has  done  it  ? 
Whatacareerl    What  a  scandal! " 
He  bowed. 

"Naturally  persons  of  principle  do  not  discuss  these 
things,"  sakl  the  Princess.  "  Na  It  is  our  duty  to 
stamp  them  out  by  saying  nothing"  (she  called  it 
("nodding")  "about  them." 

Again  he  bowed  from  his  shadows.  There  fell  a 
silence.  The  irritated  enquiry  in  the  Princess's  eyes 
became  almost  vocal 

"  It  is  but  the  odder  day  "—she  hurried  on  with  dis- 
tinct asperity— "that  even  remarried  widows  were  con- 
sidered in  bad  taste.  You  recollect?  When  we  wore 
buttoned  boots  with  toe^»ps  and  bits  of  black  velvet 
round  our  necks  with  crosses  on  them.  But  divorce  I " 
"  Lady  Phillippa  will  continue  to  wear  a  cross  about 
her  neck,"  he  sakL 

"So?    WeU  she  probably  wUL    The  worki— ofgood 
women— will  see  to  it  that  she  does^  do  you  mean ?" 
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*«  Your  Royal  Highness  has  pronounced."  he  replied, 
"that  even  remarried  widows  are  hardly  out  of  the 
wood— I  mean  the  fire.  Where,  then,  is  the  divorcee  ?  " 
he  added,  with  a  wrinkly,  grim  littie  smUe  all  his  own. 
The  light  from  one  of  the  lamps  heavily  shaded  in  dull 
yellow  shades  dwelt  with  a  faintly  mellow  distinction 
on  his  dark  face,  and  made  him  look  like  a  Don 
Guzman  as  idealized  by  one  of  Holy  Philip's  Court 
artists,  minus  the  forked  beard  and  the  cut-throat 
cynicism.    "  Still,  I  alluded  to  Finroy  himself." 

"  But  was  not  the  verdict '  decree  absolute '  ?  " 

"Certainly." 

"Then  she  is  quit  of  him?  " 

"  Madam,  good  women— and  God— are  never  quite 
quit  of  sinners." 

The  Princess  fluttered  her  eyelids  and  shook  a  pen- 
sive head.  It  was  the  sleepy  languor  of  heavy  lids  over 
agate-coloured  eyes  that  gave  individuality  to  the  plain- 
ness (^  her  too  round,  sallow  face,  and  rather  curved 
tijick  little  nose.  Such  eyes  and  her  long,  slim  figure 
gave  her  her  principal  distinctioa 

She  wore  only  black,  very  rich  and  drooping  in  eflect, 
and  had  long  yellow  hands  which  even  a  great  quantity 
of  fat  rings  could  not  vulgarize,  their  ivory  thinness 
being  inherited  from  generations  of  women  of  prayer 
who  had  raised  just  such  waxen  palms  to  altars,  in 
nunnery  and  in  palace,  for  many  a  war-wracked  genera- 
tion. 

There  was  also  a  nun-like  acquiescence  in  her  bear- 
ing, prim  for  her  thirty-three  years,  and  possibly  a  trifle 
posed. 

Her  early  widowhood— she  had  lost  the  boyish  semi- 
English  princeling  her  husband  twelve  years  ago— 
perhaps  accounted  for  it  in  part;  her  Belgian  birth, 
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•uhdiS\!!i     ^^  «*rriagei  had  added  a  touch  of 
Sht^J^J'T^^  ""'"^  **>  *Ws  demure  beiSifr 

2^  SToTn?  rll?'  '^^  ""^^  '^^^^  "^  about 
«mJ  J^*^  ?  ^^  iwagraphs  and  gatheied  in 

^  I^  true  that  Mr.  Finroy  is  going  to  many  again  r 

"oh**?"?*    "  'l^  •""ounced."  he  said, 
•inrv  iL  .         •       """*•    ^"'  **»•*  i»  not  the  last 

to^i«^^'''S.'**?2.'P*"  •*  -^^  "^  City  churcS 
^"^be^p"'^*^"*^^-'*-^    Can 
He  shrugged  involuntarily. 

hn!l!.!^'J^  "^"^  undersUnd  the  designs  and 

hopes  of  such  a  woman  ?    Thev  an.  „  u:a^  «»'Kns  ana 

-Ah    ves."  irfJiTrl  *?^*~»™d«o«» mystery.- 

;Hal5iyTse:s^t,fto^:^rwrXt"^^^^ 

«tT  fmJ^  **^ '"«**»«>"  ™*k«  even  Mr.  Fimt>;  a 
catd,--from  such  a  woman's  point  of  view,  of  co,^ 

-She  waa,- he  said  sternly.    He  tho«ght  of  Broths 
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jAltnJi  vUtor.    "BotappMentlyhehMchoMntnother 
may." 

••Awhat,  tlr?- 

"Your  Royal  Highness's  pardon.  Of  courie  such 
perioni  do  not  e  »Ut  convenationally." 

She  bowed  gravely. 

"  Sa  But  as  it  is  to  talce  place  in  a  church  and  be 
performed  by  a  clergyman  the  most  awful  person  will 
exist  after  it,"  she  said  consolingly. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

« It  cannot  do  that,"  he  said.  "  I.  and  every  man  I 
know,  would  refuse  to  do  it" 

She  shot  a  keen  look  at  him  and  nodded.  She  had 
got  some  of  the  information  she  wanted. 

"  Ah,  naturaUy  you  yourself  feel  strict  about  it  But 
Canon  Slimson  told  me  It  can  be  done,  with  discretion, 
though  he  would  not  like  to  do  it  himself.  I  myself 
know  of  a  case  in  which  some  divorced  people  were 
married  in  a  church,  and  by  a  bishop  too— only  it  was 
wy  early  In  the  morning  and  in  a  fog,  so  I  supcxMe  it 
hardly  counted." 

"Nevertheless,  madam,  it  could  not  be  done  in 
London,  however  early  In  the  morning— even  before 
the  cock  crow  thrice." 

"You  mean  they  wUl  have  to  have  it  advO  marriaee 
•t  the  Registrar's?"  ^ 

"Certainly.  With  plenty  of  xodaks  and  halfpenny 
iUttstrated  paper  reporters  they  might  make  nearly  as 
much  splash  as  a  Church  wedding.  Only  society  obrti- 
nately  will  not  count  it  as  the  same  thing— that  Is  the 
great  stumbling-block." 

"Dieadfiil,  most  dreadful,"  saM  the  Princess.  She 
leaned  back  In  her  chair  and  said  a  few  words  in  rapid 
French  in  an  radertoae  to  the  silent  lady  with  receding 
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hair  who  wu  working  at  some  brodtrU  angiaise  on  a 
small  sofa  in  the  wide,  dim  room.  She  seemed  to  be 
giving  her  an  order  of  some  sort 

"  All  of  them,  dear  Augusta,"  she  was  saying.  "  The 
Owning  ones  and  the  illustrated  ones  too,  and  all  the 
extra  editions.    Do  not  please  overlook  anything." 

*-.Z?*  "*"  ^^  *""•"•  *^*y  sharply,  and  stood  pre- 
tending  to  examine  a  small  alabaster  statuette  of  a 
woman  in  a  crinoline  leaning  pensively  on  a  pedestal 
under  a  bell^lass.     It  was  a  portrait  of  a  famous 
dethroned  queen,  presented  by  herself    He  was  trying 
not  to  listen.    He  was  also  tiymg  not  to  be  angry  at 
tt»e  humiliatmg  discovery  that  he  had  only  been  sent 
for  to  talk  scandatf.'    Would  he  ever  escape  from  the 
mud  of  the  Finroy  divorce?    And  what  was  this  new 
complication  of  tiie  other  woman,  Mrs.  Bathshaw  a 
notorious  society  vampire,   adding  to   tiie  wretched 
hobble  ?    The  face  of  tiie  girl  in  tiie  cab  and  tiie  slow 
puzzle  m  it  came  before  him  again.    He  suddenly 
hoped,  hard  and  anxiously,  tiiat  he  had  made  it  quite 
dear  to  Nigel  that  he  could  be  married  at  tiie  Regis- 
tear**    Had  he  been  too  angry  to  define  tiiis  suf- 
dentiy?    It  should  have  been  put  very  plainly,  for 
mere  justipeTs  sake.  ^ 

The  Princess  interrupted  his  self^uestionings. 
"Ah,  Mr.  Majorson,  tiie  world  and  its  wicked  ways 
■re  quite  outside  my  own  province."  she  said  pensively. 
I  do  not  entw  into  gay  society.   I  am  a  mere  onlooker, 
an  audience ,.  lam  silent    My  life  is  spent,  as  tiiat  of  a 
widow  shoukl  be,  in  good  works." 

She  waved  her  hand  to  where  on  a  dim  old-gold  sofa 
^a  heap  of  fluify  tilings,  which,  had  one  had  die  indis. 
CTBtion  to  examine,  wouM  have  revealed  tiiemadvvs  to 
be  crochetted  under^farments.    Much  pink  ribbon  was 
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run  into  these  "good  works."  They  were  destined  to 
be  sold  in  the  name  of  the  very  charity  he  had  come 
about,  and  she  had  made  most  of  them  herself. 

Nevertheless  his  glance,  resting  on  these  woolly  sanc- 
tities, contained  a  gleam  of  ironical  despair  at  the  way 
people  will  persistently  misinterpret  the  word  "charity" 
when  it  suits  them.  He  began  to  make  his  adieux. 
She  took  his  hand  and  looked  up  into  his  handsome, 
rather  offended  face,  a  slight  flush  on  her  own,  a  little 
appeal  in  her  eyes.  She  was  unhappily  aware  that  she 
had  managed  to  raise  the  lurking  priest  in  an  otherwise 
good-humoured  and  witty  friend.  He  had  closed  his 
lips  ti^tly,  and  his  chin  had  gone  up  ever  such  a  little, 
and  his  eyes  cooled.  She  could  not  gather  what  he 
thought  of  her.  This  attitude,  to  a  spiritual  coquette, 
was  particularly  annoying,  even  maddening. 

Now  actually  what  he  did  think  of  her  as  he  climbed 
on  to  an  eastward-going  bus  at  Oxford  Street  and  paid 
his  fare  out  of  a  handful  of  threepenny-Uts  was— 

"  Professional  good  women  usually  spoil  all  their  own 
influence  by  wool-wm-k  or  scandal  To  listen  to  tiiem 
long,  one  would  imagine  that  the  angels  wore  flannel 
comforters  and  talked  to  servants  t" 
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CHAPTER  V 

**Mtittm  M»mtr,  dmfiUtckm  Wtgm  mtUtm.-'-JGaKnat. 

FIVE  dkmond-combed  ladies  talked  and  shook 
heads  together  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  The 
Hinde's  pins  in  neat  rows  upon  their  fcneheads  winged 
like  the  swing. of  Justice's  scalea  The  blues  and 
onuses  of  their  costumes,  tiidr  dean  aprons  and  bead 
necklaces,  together  with  a  perfect  chorus  of  factory 
li^iistles  making  die  echoes  ring  again,  proclaimed  the 
h^  festival  of  Saturday  morning  to  have  arrived  in 
all  its  splendour. 

But  these  ladies  were  utterly  superior  to  factory 
whistles.  They  were  the  wives  of  costers,  men  with 
their  own  plant  and  barrows,  and  even  donkeys,  and 
therefore  the  social  leaders  of  Cat  and  Mutton  Alley. 
And  as  such  ^bxy  were  standing  at  tiie  open  dow  in 
judgment  on  a  gay  persmi^  who  had  just  gone  up  the 
state. 

"  Stockin's  with  lattice-work  in  'em  i "  one  whispered 
witii  stem,  distended  eyes. 

•Gtoves,-  said  another;  and  then  again,  in  a  con- 
centrated  snarl, "  Ghvu? 

*  Ermine  fur." 

"SUrt  and  coat  to  match  I "  put  in  another,  breath- 
was  at  tfait  strai^je  crime. 

•A  velvet  \aX.'-mitk  mfivvtr^  concluded  another, 
hereby  expressing  a  departure  from  all  know^Mnl 
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sjrmbols  and  codes  so  violent  that  it  struck  the  hearers 
momentarify  dumbk  It  was  as  clear  an  assumption  of 
change  of  dass  and  tradition  as  the  case,  say,  of  a  nun 
suddenly  wearing  a  court  train.    No  *'  fewer  "  I 

Then  the  tongues  broke  loose,  and  the  conclave 
spoke  its  mind  in  plain  terms,  terms  that  could  be 
beard  all  over  the  alley. 

But  upstairs  in  a  top  room  Nellie  stood,  excited  and 
defiant,  clumsily  unbuttoning  her  glove  and  laying  a 
little  packet  of  paper  round  something  that  ch  nked  as 
she  set  it  down  on  the  bare  table. 

••  If  s  great  things  that  you'll  hear  of  me,  I  promise  you 
Aat,"  die  said,  a  quiver  in  her  sturdy  voice.  "  Things 
we  none  of  us  ever  dreamed  of.  Nothing  that  ever 
happened  to  the  others." 

No  answer  from  the  dreary  heaped-up  bed  in  the 
comer. 

"  I've  been  back  again  and  again  and  put  the  money 
here.  This  is  better  than  the  factory.  And  it  means 
lots  moie  money  later  on,  money  that  you  shall  have." 

No  reply.  The  gaunt  figure  on  the  bed,  with  rags  of 
bedclothes  pushed  up  against  its  skull's  face,  did  not 
move. 

"  If  s  honest,  anyhow  *  she  added,  in  a  lower  voice  and 
a  UtUe  sulkily. 

"Thafs  yet  to  be  seen,"  the  skeleton  repUed,  in  a 
brooding,  hdlow  voke  that  sounded  as  thou^  it  came 
fiom  a  great  and  londy  distance.    "  You've  been  gone 

I  torn  home  here  of  nights  nearly  a  month  no  w— twenty, 
five  days  and  a  half  it  is— and  every  other  day  or  so 
you've  crept  back  and  kft  me  packets  of  money,  some- 
times under  the  door  late  at  night  But  you've  never 
come  in.    I  haven't  had  the  fiu:e  to  speak  of  you  to 

[Bfaigaret  Hig^  yet" 
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" Does  Mi^e  come  in  and  see  to  you?"  V 

"  Yes,  very  good  and  kind  she  is,  considering  her  a 
married  wife  with  little  ones  of  her  own." 

"Well,  you  can  tell  her  I  shall  soon  be  the  same 
myself.    Tell  her  that ! " 

The  shapeless  creature  on  the  bed  gave  a  heave  of 
the  rags  and  pushed  himself  up  into  a  semi-sitting 
posture  and  looked  long  at  his  daughter,  groaning  with 
the  effort  it  cost  him,  but  determined.  His  worn, 
hollow  eyes  travelled  from  her  defiant,  hard  little  face 
to  the  details  of  her  dress.  For  certainly  these  had 
altered.  The  faded  heliotrope  coat  was  no  more,  hav- 
ing been  replaced  by  a  grey  coat  and  skirt,  certainly 
ready-made,  with  the  skimped  and  scanty  skirt-edge 
and  vast  allowance  of  material  in  the  back  of  the  un- 
varying slop  pattern,  but  still  new  and  fresh  and,  to 
his  poor  eyes,  smart  The  rusty  Uack  hat  was  gone, 
and  a  gay  thing  of  violet  velvet  topped  Nelljr's  tidck- 
growing,  straight  chestnut  hair,  which  was  tied  over  her 
ears  in  two  coquettish  ribbon  knots,  copied  from  a 
chorus-girl  on  a  post-card.  An  imitation  ermine  stde, 
thrown  with  saucy  emphasis  over  one  shoulder,  cheap 
new  shoes,  and  a  pair  of  beaver-coloured  kid  gloves, 
made  her  seem  a  dazzling  vision  to  the  poor  creature 
under  the  torn  blanket,  half  covo^d  by  an  even  more 
torn  remnant  of  what  had  once  been  a  tapestry  curtain. 
The  gloves  seemed  to  him  to  decide  the  matter.  He 
looked  at  them  fearfully,  long  and  very  smrrowfiilly, 
and  riiook  his  head  slowly  to  and  fro. 

"  It  was  the  last  thing,"  he  whispered,  half  under  his 
breath.  "  The  last  thing  die  poor  can  hold  on  to.  You 
held  on  to  it  ^  few  diillings  a  week,  though  that 
breaks  many  of  'em  down.  You  did  that,  with  all 
your  foUy  and  dancing.    Now  it's  gone.    WeU»  I'm 
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going,  ard  I'm  glad  to  ga    I'm  leaving  this  world  with 
the  last  pride  I  had  in  it  gcme." 

He  sank  back  exhausted,  hardly  consck>us  probaUy 
of  the  cruelty  of  his  words.  Nelly  stood  t^  pulling  off 
and  crumpling  her  tell-tale  gloves  in  one  hand  and 
looking  down  at  him.  She  wanted  to  tell  him  that  she 
was  going  to  be  married,  but  it  was  diflficult  to  do  so 
until  the  hitch  in  that  connection  was  removed.  It  was 
nearly  three  weeks  since  the  clergyman  had  sent  Mr. 
Finroy  and  herself  away  angrily  from  his  church  gate. 
Of  course  it  would  all  come  rig^t  They  were  going  to 
some  law  oflSce,  a  something  that  grand  gentlemen  know 
all  about— in  fact,  they  had  called  at  one  directly  after 
leaving  the  church— and  all  would  yet  be  fine  and 
splendid  and  even  Dad  convinced,  and  the  neighbours 
made  to  look  small. 

Just  then  the  door  opened,  and  the  lady  to  whom  tiie 

message  was  to  be  given  entered  with  a  sort  of  bang, 

and  stood  still,  affecting  intense  surprise.     This  was 

Maggie  Higgler,  an  old  factory  friend  of  Nelly's,  now 

married  to  a  wealthy  coster,  whose  money  was  securely 

j  funded  in  rabbit  skins.    This  lady  now  put  down  the 

blue  and  white  striped  bowl  and  roUed-up  bundle  of 

white  linen  that  she  carried,  folded  her  firm  arms,  and 

looked  at  Nelly,  up  and  down,  round  and  sMe,  from  hat 

I  to  shoe,  anr    finally  fastened  her  attention   on   the 

Igloves.    Never  had  the  undying  spirit  of  British  matron- 

Ihood  on  hot  guard  of  the  social  laws  shone  mote  fiercely 

'lian  it  shone  from  the  eyes  of  this  priestess  of  Mrs. 

andy. 

She  was  very  handsome  and  very  serious.    Tall  and 
DUdly  built,  though  quite  young,  hit  with  the  opaque 
dmess  of  the  London  blonde,  her  fine  looks  were  set 
Jff  by  a  sky-blue  woollen  Mouse,  a  golden-brown  skirt, 
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a  sflver  ttnad  lielt,  and  an  orange  bandana  by  way  of  a 
fichu,  folded  with  a  Puritan  neatness  over  her  Hebe 
shape ;  yet  withal  she  created  a  curious  effect  of  extreme 
tidiness  of  outline.  Her  coiffure  was  a  triumph,  even  in 
that  neighbourhood.  The  ashblonde  hair  was  oiled 
and  smoothed  with  almost  incredible  smoothness  to  her 
comely  head,  and  was  ornamented  securely  with  four 
imitation  diamond  combs,  but  the  front  hair  was  all 
rolled  up  into  metal  pins,  which  hung  in  a  neat  row 
round  her  brow  from  ear  to  ear,  in  a  frank  and  beautiful 
hope  of  some  future  Bank  Holiday  fringe,  too  sacied  to 
be  commonly  revealed. 

Curiously  enough,  the  style  was  not  altogether  un- 
becoming; it  even  suggested  some  of  the  portraits  of 
the  Comtesse  de  Gramont,  or  any  one  of  the  beautiful 
Lely  ladies  with  their  scanty  row  of  forehead  corkscrews. 
The  kmg  gold  earrings  added  to  this  effect,  and  the 
string  of  pearls  round  the  cream  column  of  the  neck 
finished  the  picture.     Maggie  was  scrubbed,  soaped, 
twisted  in  order.    Not  a  detail  was  at  fault    Her  gala 
costume  was  as  certain,  as  rigorous,  as  customary  as  that 
of  a  lady  attending  the  King's  Court,  and  quite  as 
picturesque  as  any  national  folk-dress,  from  a  Spaniard's 
to  a  Normandy  peasant's. 

"  What  are  you  looking  at  ?"  said  Nelly. 
^  "  Ah,  tibat's  what  I  want  to  know!"  tossed  the  lady. 

••  Mind  your  own  business." 

"I'm  minding  yours  for  you  for  nothing,"  rapped 
young  Mrs.  Grundy.  «  Here's  your  father's  sheets,  that 
I've  made  for  him  with  my  own  hands." 

"Stuff  bought  with  money  / left  for  him  under  the 
door,"  said  Nelly. 
"Got  how?" 
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"  Got  right  and  proper,  through  a  lawyer." 

"  Indeed.  Anything  to  do  with  a  clengyman  as  well  ?  " 
tossed  Mrs.  Higgler,  glancing  witheringly  at  NeUys 
unadorned  left  hand. 

"  Half  a  do*en,"  said  poor  Nelly  with  bitter  truth,  and 
began  haughtily  to  pull  on  her  gloves  again. 

-Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Higgler  slowly,  gazing  at  their 
beaver  neatnesses.  "Thafswhy  they  wear  them.  Kid 
gloves!— to  kid  the  British  public  with,  /don't  need 
to  wear  'em.  /  have  a  Uwful,  married  wedding  ring  for 
all  the  world  to  see." 

A  Frenchwoman  may  be  dramatic,  but  a  Cockney 
woman  is  melodramatic.   Mrs.  Higgler  might  have  been 
on  a  stage  with  a  shouting  pit  and  a  crowded  gallery 
for  the  air  with  which  she  proclaimed  herself  the  legal 
consort  of  Mr.  Higgler,  and  the  throw  of  her  fine  arm  as 
Ae  displayed  the  plain  band  of  gold  on  her  left  third 
finger  would  have  done  justice  to  a  Siddons.    Nelly 
had  never  had  any  doubts  as  to  the  lawfulness  of  her 
friend's  wedlock,  having  herself  attended  the  ceremony 
at  a  Bethnal  Green  Church  one  snowy  Bank  Holiday 
morning,  fairly  pled  with  fiuied  confetti  scattered  on  aU 
and  sundry  by  the  assembled  company,  and  half  drowned 
by  wet  snowballs  rammed  down  her  neck.    But  she  was 
nevertheless  deeply  impressed     Not  so  much  by  the 
morale  as  by  the  manner  of  the  lady,  however. 

She  pindied  her  own  third  finger,  left  hand,  under  her 

glove,  and  looked  at  the  dragon  meditatively. 

.1^;^'^}^°'^^*°'^^  Passed.    Maigle  turned 

,  tothe  bed  with  an  air  of  consecrated  matronhood,  and 

f  began  to  feed  and  rearrange  the  sick  man,  preparatory 

to  putting  on  the  clean  sheets  that  he  had  pinod  for  so 

[long  m  his  misery,  and  had  only  got  now  at  such 
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Nelly  was  hardly  angry  with  her  friend.  The  youi^ 
woman  only  expressed  what  all  the  maids  and  wives  of 
their  social  set  would  have  expressed,  only  she  was 
more  polite  than  the  majority.  Some  of  the  more 
violent  moralists  would  have  done  it  in  cabbi^[es. 

The  girl  stood  tapping  her  restless  foot  on  the  bare 
floor  as  she  watched  the  domestic  pantomime.  Mrs. 
Higgler  even  patted  the  newly  cased  pillow  with  an  air 
of  moral  reproof.  "All  very  well  for  her,  but  sJU 
never  could  dance  a  step,  so  as  to  get  turned  out 
for  it,"  said  Nelly  to  herself,  adding  aloud,  "Lots  of 
good  people  are  ^ally  only  n<vheads  with  a  bit  of  side 
on  I" 

With  the  expression  of  this  really  profound  ethical 
truth,  Nelly  stalked  out  of  the  room  and  down  the 
narrow  stair. 

But  the  group  of  ladies  at  the  bottom  had  still  to  be 
reckoned  with. 

They  parted  into  a  double  line  as  she  appeared  and 
she  found  herself  obliged  to  walk  between  them  as  in 
a  higher  caste  an  oflker's  bride  walks  between  the  men 
of  the  rc^ment  in  a  church  aisle,  umier  their  raised 
swords.  No  less  did  these  coster  dames  hold  swords 
over  Nelly's  violet— ai^  un-"  fewered  " — hat 

Their  dignity,  as  judges,  prevented  them  from  using 
violence.  Th^  contented  themselves  with  oracular 
remarks  of  the  nature  of  le  ehuble  mUnte. 

"Whenwfll  itbe?" 

"  When  orange  blossoms  grow  on  apple  trees." 

"  The  year  after  next  ?  "  asked  one. 

"Yes,  when  Whit-Monday  falls  on  a  Saturday," 
replied  another. 

"  The  ring's  up  the  spout  and  the  diurch  bdls  up  the 
steeple,"  said  a  third. 
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"  I've  bought  the  rice  but  it's  turning  green,"  cried 
another. 

Nelly  got  past  them  as  quickly  as  she  could  with  her 
chin  in  the  air.  But  a  matron  at  the  mouth  of  the 
alley,  of  less  importance  than  the  costers'  ladies,  being 
a  mere  artisan's  wife,  with  less  dignity  to  keep  up,  was 
biqring  coals  off  a  barrow  at  the  moment  She  wore  a 
man's  cap,  and  a  ragged  dress  and  cape,  and  carried 
a  baby,  a  bag  of  vegetables,  a  pair  of  boy's  knicker- 
bockers, a  beer-jug,  and  two  herrings  in  one  hand  and 
arm,  and  heM  up  her  apron  for  the  coal-vendor  to  fill 
with  a  bucketful  of  coals  with  the  other.  Nevertheless, 
she  found  both  time  and  gymnastic  ability  to  send 
a  piece  of  greyish-coloured  slaty  coal  flying  after  Nelly, 
hitting  her  on  the  "  latticed  "  ankle.  The  protest  was 
even  costly,  as  the  coals  were  bought  for  a  penny 
a  bucket,  and  the  very  recklessness  and  abandon  of  it 
took  the  audience  by  storm,  and  the  shout  of  their 
ironical  cheers  and  two  or  three  more  shots  of  coal 
pursued  Nelly  till  she  reached  the  thoroughfare  and 
climbed  on  to  a  City-going  bus  and  left  them  all 
behind  her. 

She  said  she  didn't  care ;  it  wasn't  her  fault ;  but  she 
sobbed  resentfully,  rubbing  her  ankle  as  the  vehide  bore 
her  through  the  interminable  streets  of  barrows  and 
flaming  shops  into  the  outer  r^ons  of  warehouses, 
then  of  great  mercantile  oflioes,  till  she  reached  the 
significant  and  mighty  buildings  of  the  City  itself. 

"It  was  the  dancing  that  did  it,"  she  said  tearfully. 
"Can  I  help  my  feet?" 

But  by  to-day's  token  she  knew  that  she  had  cut 
herself  clearly  adrift  and  was  on  the  high  seas  of  some- 
thing strange.  St  Paul's,  caught  and  glorified  in  the 
pale  gr  ]d  morning  mist,  showed  in  sudden  vistas  down 
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high  narrow  alleys  and  ancient  lanes,  here  a  gUin]>se  of 
dome,  there  of  grey  west  tower  half  hidden  by  high 
buildings,  then  reappearing  by  some  quaint  oank  of ' 
■toreet  or  turning.  At  sight  of  It  her  courage  rose. 
Hadn't  it  always  beckoned  her  without  her  knowing 
why?  She  thought  because  it  stood  for  big  London, 
wealthy  London.  Anyhow,  it  had  claimed  her  now,  for 
she  was  actually  installed  in  a  small  dark  hotel  in  one 
of  the  narrow  streets  or  alleys  that  branched  off  from 
Cannon  Street,  and  was  within  immediate  sound  of  its 
booming  bell  and  Its  thundering  presence. 

It  was  here  that  Nigel  had  put  her  after  their  first 
meeting.  It  was  from  here  that  they  were  to  be  married. 
To-day  she  noticed  a  smart  motor  standing  outside  the 
front  door,  and  wondered  if  it  were  Nigel's.    She  went 
proudly  up  the  mean  steps,  and  in  at  the  narrow  door  and 
pMsage.    She  might  be  disowned  by  her  own  East  End 
folk,  but  here  she  was  a  lady,  or  something  uncommonly 
near  it    There  was  quite  a  wriggle  In  her  walk  as  she 
entered  the  stuffy  place,  and  her  curiously  light  feet 
stepped  up  the  stairs  with  an  insouciance  and  ^kntry 
unchecked  by  the  solid  odour  of  stale  meals  and  ancient 
smoke  that  hung  about  the  musty  staireases,  and  in 
the  hkleous  imitatbn  tapestry  curtains  and  pea-M>up 
coloured  stair-carpets. 

Her  rooms  were  on  the  second  floor,  and  she  had 
nearly  reached  them  when  she  became  conscious  of 
someone  standing  at  the  sitting-room  doorway  and 
looking  down  at  her.  It  was  a  presence  that  assailed 
you  in  little  sounds  of  jerked  sUk,  in  a  faint  tinkle  of 
bracelets,  m  an  overpowering  scent  of  some  peculiar 
pungency,  and,  if  you  were  sensitive^  in  an  aroma  of 
subtle  but  hot  antagonism. 
An  overwhelming  vision  of  beauty  and  feshion  leaned 
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ibrwaid  and  stared  down  the  narrow  stairway  at  the 
giri  ascending. 

"Oh'ha— ha— oh  dear  I"  chuckled  a  thin  voice 
affectedly.    "Are  you  Miss  Lovekyn?" 

The  minute  Nelly  answered,  the  speaker  leaned  back 
against  the  door-jamb  as  if  for  support,  and  fell  into 
a  fit  of  long  and  silent  laughter,  her  shoulders  shaking 
under  her  exquisite  furs,  her  whole  frame  convulsed. 
But  her  eyes  gave  her  away,  for  they  contained  in 
themselves  no  trace  of  the  merriment  that  shook  tiie 
lady  out  of  her  manners,  but  were  all  the  time  fixed  in 
a  blaze  of  scrutiny  on  Nelly's  face.  They  travdled 
from  that  down  to  her  figure,  over  the  cheap  fine  details 
of  her  dress,  to  the  very  set  of  her  common  buckled 
shoes.  The  absurdity  of  the  whole  seemed  to  quite 
take  away  the  lady's  breath,  but  she  took  cate  to  study 
it  point  by  point 

Nelly  stood  suddenly  rigkl  and  on  guard.  She  had 
not  been  in  factory  workshops  for  nothing,  and  recog- 
nized, and  ticked  off  low  manners  when  she  met  them, 
with  unerring  precision. 

"I  say  thafs  my  name,"  she  replied.  "Why?  Do 
you  want  to  see  me?" 

"I  dkl— yes,  certainly,  I  confess  I  dfcl  want  to  see 
you,"  tittered  the  visitor.  "Now  I  havo— it  is  quite 
enoughl  Oh  dear!  How  curious  I '*  Again  the  chokes 
of  silent  laughter. 

Nelly  walked  boMly  up  the  few  intervening  stairs 
and  stood  erect  in  firoot  of  the  caller.  The  lady 
suddenly  ceased  laughicg,  as  suddenly  as  though  her 
intense  amusement  had  been  turned  off  by  an  inward 
button,  her  face  hardened  to  ferocity,  and  the  concen- 
trated insolence  cf  her  stare  mi^t  almost  have  been  cut 
like  a  knife:    She  threw  back  her  beautifiil  chin,  atiU 
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■Wfl  Nelly.    "Please  go  in  and  let  me  pass." 
wo  npfy^    Only  the  contemptuous  stare.    Nelly's 

SJSv'S'o^""'-  She  »w  with  her  instinctively.^ 
outer  vision  the  vtry  cut  and  trail  of  the  woman's  rich 
drejs  of  dull  greyirf,  ««„,  ^  rope  o?^"at  to 

h««rilyfeathe«dWue  hat. the  dark  red  coteTri^S^ 
h^.  ^  massaged  faulUessness  of  her  comJexioS^ 

^  that  it  was  in  bad  taste  and  a  morning  army  that 
S^rfK**"*  T7  "^*  *"  -d^ertisemeat  For^a  few 
^?k!?*  ^*"I  •**««*^  ""de^  *he  splend«u^ 
f  ,^^  'T"  '^  «^'  '^***'  •"<J  was^with^ 

J^«Jhe  lady  spoke  to  her.  in   slow  witherfag 
"And  so  you  think  I  would  go  into  vour  it^m  ^ 

How  dare  you  ask  me—yum/"  ^^ 

"I  came  to  look  at  the-gutter-snipe-that  Nisd 

TwlS^tiS;  T^  °':'^  ridiculorgani;-  S 
^led,  Witt  a  whole  universe  of  contempt  in  her 

S^^^^^u"^^   I  am  not  afraid  r    AgS 
the  short  bark  of  the  forced  laugh.  ^ 
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Nelly  fltood  wmtching  her.  breathlew  with  the  waves 
of  incoherent  fiiry  that  surged  over  her  dismayed  heart 
and  consciousness.  Who  was  this  cruel,  abominable 
goddess  in  her  wonderful  dress  who  stood  at  the  portal 
and  kept  her  out  of  her  own  room  to  insult  her  ?  Lady 
Phillippa?  She  had  heard  of  Lady  Phillippa;  Nigel 
had  made  several  rathe'  incomprehensible  jokes  about 
her  to  his  bride-elect  Evidently  it  was  she,  u  she 
mentioned  Nigel  by  name.  Now  Nelly  had  stood  the 
lecturing  of  Maggie  Higgler  and  the  reproaches  of  her 
lather  with  passable  endurance.  They  were  her  own 
people.  She  had  broken  their  strict  social  and  moral 
laws  and  they  had  a  certain  right  to  judge  her.  She 
recognized  the  fairness  of  that  even  when  they  pelted 
her  with  coal.  But  here  was  a  person  whose  whole 
traditions  were  different,  who,  according  to  all  the 
settled  beliefs  of  the  poor,  should  have  been  the  beau- 
ideal  of  feminine  chivalry,  should  have  taken  no  ad- 
vantage of  superior  clothing  or  knowledge  or  power. 
Unconsciously  Nelly  became  the  judge. 

Her  visitor  naturally  dki  not  know  that  that  particular 
lift  of  that  red  upper  lip  meant  anything  special,  though 
its  faint  snarl  might  have  suggested  a  warning. 

But  suddenly  NeUy  half  fell,  half  flopped  against  the 
banister  behind  her  in  an  attitude  of  supreme  in- 
difierence,  tossing  up  her  chin,  and  curving  her  mouth 
into  a  caricature  of  supreme  contempt 

"And  so  you  think  I  want  to  put  up  a  thing  like 
you?"  she  drawled,  with  a  genius  of  mimicry  catching 
the  exact  thinness  of  timbre  in  the  \  jice  that  the  lady 
apparently  beUeved  to  be  babified.  "Yom?  I  only 
wanted  to  see  the  sort  of— society- snipe— that  Nigel 
regards  as  a  lady  in  this  ridiculous  game.  Having  seen 
I  am  satisfied.    I  am  not  afraid  1" 


LITANY  LANE 

tJ  U.tX'll^  -ccomp^iicd  the  thin,  tinny  titter  of 

Sdlv  ofl-T^^lL''"  f**  ^****"'  ^^  «*  n«rly  took 
rfyf  »»«  feet,  and  she  pretended  to  stagger  for 

^^^^"^^  ^^'  "^^  **»«  *^"«  lowing  hci 
h«^  tiuown    back,  her  lips  curled,  and  one  hand 

f  Jfi*!? !;? **^  ""^  extraordinary.    Now  it  requites  a 

Sa^^i*  ^     "  **"?"«^'  *"*^  **»"^»«  marvellously 

fu^  IZIa^'T  '^'^.^  '''*^^'^  ~»W  stand 
just  for  a  second  she  stood  rigid  with  raee.  her  littu 

12"-- ringed  hands  clenching^'with  an  i^  ti^  t 
jrf«^puU  down  and  tear  the  pi^uetting  cr«iture 
hSHhSTi^j  ^  "''**^  ^^  »  soulkJ  wonum's 
SStf  2S^lil°  ^^^  ^  *"**  ***^    She  drew  in  a 

•iIL^    her  with  a  sweeping  gesture  of  the  arm 
i^ch  wu  panting  to  stdke  Nelly,  and  swept  do«^ 

SScfSs  SLir^"*  •j*«^^»»  «S^F»^ 

i^^:«?l****"«'  •*  «»^^'»*'  *»d  other SoS 

^y^lS^;;:?  ^'"''"  seemly  to  «pet  in  detail. 

WeUy  went  to  her  room  window  and  watched  her 

l^^kwn  would  not  s«ch  a  woman  do?    WeS,  wSl 

The  gwl  had  not  time  to  take  off  her  gaudy  hat 
5f  "^°Sir^^  unexpectedly.    He  s^J^d  i^* 

«-w?T!?    ^  «•  efw  aot  becoming  to  his  bkMide 
good  look..  aiKl  «mk  Into  a  fauSlnd   wondSS 


LITANY  LANE 

horsehair  armchair  with  little  or  no  greeting  of  Miss 
Lovekyn.  He  had  clearly  been  living  too  hard  and 
was  suiTering  from  the  results.  The  last  few  weeks  had 
been  very  wearing  to  the  nerves. 

"  I've  had  Lady  Phillippa  here,"  said  Nelly,  turning 
her  flushed  face  from  the  mantelpiece  glass  at  which 
she  was  rearranging  her  hair  after  the  dance. 

••  Lady  PhUlippa  ?  "  Nigel  sat  up  suddenly  ai.a  stared 
at  her,  trying  to  collect  his  confused  faculties  to  face 
this  fact  "Nonsense!  The  skies  would  hU  first. 
PhUlippa?    Here?" 

"They  nearly  did,"  Nelly  answered.  "She  was  so 
cheeky  to  me  that  I  danced  her  out  of  the  place,  and 
she  almost  screamed  with  rage." 

•Cheeky  to  you?" 

"  Sneered  at  me  and  all  that  Called  me  a  gutter- 
snipe that  you  were  using  to  play  a  ridiculous  game. 
Laughed  at  me,  and  stood  in  the  doorway— so." 

Nelly  (ell  into  the  attitude  again  with  great  effect 

"  What  was  she  Uke  ?  "  said  Nigel,  sitting  up. 

"Fine.  Oh,  very.  Pearls,  fiirs,  satins,  scent  rings, 
side— lots  of  it  Red  hair— carrots,  we  should  have 
called  it  down  our  way,  but  here  they  say  it's  the 
fashion.    Squeaky  voice,  like  this " 

She  began  to  do  the  voke,  but  Nigel  jumped  up 
from  his  horsehair  seat  and  ran  his  hands  into  his 
pockets  and  whittled  long  and  loudly. 

"  Maudie  I "  he  cried.  "  By  the  seven  imps  I  Maudie 
Bathshaw.  Come  here,  by  Jove,  to  stop  this  game! 
Eh?    She  saki  she'd  do  it"  * 

He  whipped  out  his  watch.  ••  Look  here,  NeU,  can  you 
fling  your  togs  together  and  come  across  the  briny 
ocean  ?  Handful  of  things  will  do.  By  the  by,  that* s 
*U  youVe  got    Never  mind,  when  you're  Lady  FInroy 
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yoo'U— I  say,  w«   shall   just   do  it    Won't  «h<.  h^ 

U^  to  tndc  For  *e'U  do  «,n.eU,„g,  ^  ^ 
lJ!l*  "tJ^"""  Ne"y.  d«M«i  for  .iouni«r  w« 
tT^,^.^/'  one  or  two  pl«»  on  business,  raced 
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CHAPTER   VI 

iffAos,  womm  i»fo<md  ,lava-MHdUft^»^^*^ 
Bishop  Winninoton  Ingram. 

'pHE  hoine  of  M«  Alec  Gate,  in  Cambridge 

with  rather  weak  decorations  of  flan  hun?  on  MrinIL 
•Up  which  the  languid  half.fog  w:rtourtyXiS™iS 

toee  times  more  mdilTerent  than  usual,  but  weari^ 
white  ^«s.  were  „.ti„„ed  f,cing  one  a^otheTiaoS 

^^^^:^  *"  '"•™*»  -^  «"=''  -^ 
A  small  band  of  curiosity-mongers  dune  round  ti^ 
a^ing^vcred  and  bafac-laid  paS^ay  ^S,  X lo^ 
door  steps,  and  servant-men  with  freshly  Dowd««d 
heads  glanced  forth  from  the  windo^lSS^S^ 
byn^  not  to  look  conscious  or  proud,  as  tl^^' 

filled  with  smoky,  mottled  shrubs,  standini?  und^ 
draped  window-blinds  well  filled  ^th  ie^i.^  ^f 
mwy  winters  in  every  graceful  loop.  ^ 

othiWtion  of  collections  and  sale  of  work   .r*  ,1a 

pnMents,   the  time  having  come  for  a  loomWnoti^ 
of  Christmas  to  haunt  the  feminine  mind^ 
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Tbe  PrinceM  llax  had  contributed  a  large  quantity 
of  woolly  evidences  of  piety  made  by  her  own  hands, 
and  was  most  good-naturedly  coming  herself  to  see 
that  someone  came  to  buy  them.  It  was  for  this 
cause  that  Mr.  Majorson  had,  presumably,  been  sum- 
moned to  her  house  some  weeks  ago,  and  the  same 
pink  things  that  he  had  hardly  dared  to  examine  now 
fluffed  and  foamed  on  the  principal  tables  or  stalls  in 
Mrs.  Cates's  laiigest  drawing-room.  In  ^he  side  and 
upper  rooms  several  beautiful  orivpte  collections  of 
miniatures,  fims,  lace,  etc,  were  on  show,  all  bekmging 
to  fiuhionaUe  women,  also  some  wonderful  specimens 
of  enamel  worit,  wqqd-carving,  and  jeweUery  made  by 
amateur  societies,  many  of  these  for  sale. 

Amongst  these  the  Cordwayners'  exhibits  were 
being  shown  and  sokl  in  charge  of  Brother  Jalfin  and 
Brother  Wallbank.  The  Princess  was  always  ve»y 
eeaerom  to  them. 

Just  now  Mrs.  Alec  Gates,  a  bdy  of  wealth  and 
•ome  social  ambition,  with  a  brother-in-law  an  Uuder- 
Secretaiy,  and  an  aUding  but  nervous  desire  to  kx>k 
like  a  Vicereine  herself,  was  trotting  about  very 
flushed  of  fyet  and  harrying  her  servants  in  little 
gasps  at  the  last  minute.  She  was  dressed  in  very 
P^  gray,  with  a  hat  with  real  lace  tags  hanging  on 
to  it,  mingled  with  floating  pink  feathery  and  was 
madly  waving  a  very  beautiful  old  French  httid- 
painted  fan  that  only  a  shdl-tinted  Maid  of  Honour 
from  the  Court  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth  ought  to 
have  dared  to  cany.  Her  round  face,  tightened  up 
Ui  a  stiff  frame  of  fringe-nets,  was  almost  tearful  with 
excitement,  and  she  had  k>ng  ceased  to  finish  aay 
<^  her  sentences. 
The  persons  wIk>  had  been  invited  to  buy  and  the 
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penons  who  had  aomething  to  do  with  the  exhibita 
wow  flocked  in  in  crowds.  It  wu  eaty  to  tell  them 
from  one  another,  the  one  half  being  smart  and  the 
other  artistic  The  smart  ones  looked  through  amazed 
and  impudent  lorgnettes  at  the  artistic  ones,  but  the 
latter  posed  with  yearning  expressions,  unutterably 
contented,  and  cried  to  each  other  across  the  room  in 
outlandish  names.    They  soon  divided  into  camps. 

"You  cannot  make  a  person  in  a  real  beaver  hat 
onflopped  hair,  with  a  badly  fitting  back  but  ideals. 
Jwble.  She  ia  the  one  being  in  the  world  who  never 
does!  remarked  one  brisk  and  beautifully  taut  little 
wonum  to  another. 

"I  always  shy  when  I  see  a  scarf  from  Asia  Minor 
round  an  eager  neck."  the  other  answered  indifter- 
entiy.  "Yearning  after  the  beautiful  and  unattainable 
makes  you  so  dirty  and  conceited.  And  why  when 
you  get  a  soul  for  Art  do  you  get  a  long  back  with 
1^  and  lose  aU  your  hair-pins?  It  does  seem  such  a 
pityl- 

"Unahl"  cried  one  of  the  artistic  camp  in  a  terra- 
cotta  coat  and  skirt  to  anotiier  of  her  order.  "I  want 
you  to  see  tills  to6  delightfully  absurd  Ghirlandajo." 

•[Coming,  Semiramis,  deahl"  cried  tiie  otiier,  and 
a  being  in  dead-leaf  browns  and  yeUow  beads  got 
through  the  crush  by  a  vigorous  working  of  pointed 
elbows. 

"  I  want  Scholasticah  to  see  it  too,*  said  the  terra- 

oSbdS^!^    '*'^"**  ^^'^"^^  *»d  Gyti»«l».  and 

All  these  ladies  earae  flyfaig  to  the  spot,  which 
Happened  to  be  one  of  tiie  Coidwayner's  extybttsL 

-Fetch  Coraah  and  Ipecacuanah.  and  Gomonaolah. 
do,    murmuied  Brotiie-  Jalfin  inaudibly,  aiKl  pc^^ 
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J««Jy  over  «  .maU  heap  of  lund-bound  kirther  bookiL 
??*u    .   ?"*^'  **  *  Wack-draught  I  - 

h*t.pin  to  a  coiffure  fas^  by  on^^,!?h^    -^  7* 

"Ifaefr  cl«he.  wrik  about  on  them  .t  tU.  nte" 
SS^ii^*"  Jlfin  to  Stq*e.  wlS*,^ 

But  just  then  there  was  a  »tir  j«  ♦!. 

J«T  of  «fi«fc  ^Xid^  t  ST'  "**  *• 
hibits.  dfjiu-i-i-i--        .  ^**^  "■*^*  to  their  own  ex- 

thrt  of  an^SLf^S^u^.  .     ^  of  Ipecacuanah  was 
o»t  Of  an  exdted  and  cWnless  pwfile,  with  a  hat  aS 

«6 


LITANY  LANE 

•potted  fattben  half-my  down   id  l_.i.   .1..-. 
«pt«n.».Iy  to  .  pectobX  to  S  vSy^*^ 

to  .  po«p  by  U»  fi„t  d,7wi„g.,^*C'    ^ 
lady's  fan  and  a  fiance  nvm*  i*  «-     j       ^^^     *"•' 

toto  .  button;  the  bZn ^TSJ^IT'' f «* 
weU.«ted  buk  wheeled  suddenly  round  ttelJ^ 

V   Si;X*V'^T'""°««»^'Sothe^ 
:1  "j?*?"^  ■'  '"MMterhow.he dMl"  ""enui 

S.WbSt'Jj^""^'"'-  ShewuTaTto 
JWer-beech  l«f.  which  wS'lSS^  ^^Jt 
.H~l_i^7   .      ^  "*  """t*  WM  too  wide  u>ri 

S^»;:*f*  *«  -pi«  Up  too  «i«d  w1^ 

•«noK  «a-ftaad  that  is  soaetines  calkd 
9t 
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"mjnnjljdecoloiv''  that  one  sees  sometimes  in  por- 

traits  of  dames  of  old  Venice.  ^^ 

She  WM  of  medium  height-hardly.  perhaos   tell 

enoi^   or  her  large  feat«^.«but  waT'so'T^SilS^ 

L«t«i*S;^,  ^^'O'^  could  hTjat  t 
i.u-rewa  Boigia  in  judgment    But  she  hardhr  loolc«ri 

an  iSjS  tfy!^'  "'•  •  ^"^""^'^  »-»"«- 

m^**^!**^,  J!~^  »"*  «octety  fa  becoming  very 

next,  another  replied.    "  We  shaU  soon  see  all  r«.«^ 
able  people  put  in  glass  cases  I"   "  ~**"  »«*  •^' ^«P«t- 
"  Should  you  be  very  sorrv?" 

-Hushj-  ^     y 

rS"*  JI^  '^•*  "***  *®  "*««.  was  she?- 

The  wronged  wife  still  stood  at  the  door  facing  with 
perhaps  now  rather  whitened  hps  the  Uttite  m!/!^ 
loi^nettes  as  a  man  wiU  hold  a'lortemlJ^  S„!f 

XIS?^L:?^    She  was  loolcin^or  iTer  'Z^ 
fjo  had  suddenly  and  mysteriously  disappeared  iS 

tan  up  to  this  very  moment 

be^  m  ***™"*  *°  *^  '*'*^'  '^'^o  ^  »tood  just 
^fadh^to  winounce.  to  ask  him  in  which  ^^S. 

^^.T^^v*^?"**-  B««  a  deafness  had  now 
2^c^e  Wm.  hi.  hand  was  to  his  shaven  mouth  ^ 
^btankq^^onthecelMng.  A  sound  thlt  JSty 
women  c«,  mdte,  ««ething  between  a  snort  aiS; 

Mm 
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titter,  went  round  the  front  ring  of  the  asaembly  and 

S^^    ?  ^^^^"^^  ?"*"  '^'^^  close^ZS«  to 
W^*    'P«=«"*n*»»  y«^«i  *t  the  cornice 

oi^L    r  .u  ''??.*  ?^'  *"°"«  '^«  «^««t«.  «  wider 
SSlii     '^^  ?•**  *^°°"'  *"**  »  ""»«!««.  interesting 

M^Kll!J**7n?T.'"**^*"^>'  reappewed  from  behind 
dnZ  "  *i^?."'^^  "**~~  «»"ked  by  pink  under" 
dotbng,  swirled  past  tiie  totally  uniScSned  Udy 
Phdlippa.  who  stiU  stood, white  id  rigid,^dngS 
tme  L  tlTir'S''  •"**  ™^  headlo;j^d;«Ss^ 

T»T  !     *°  ''*^~"*  her  with  sweet  enthuda^T^ 

At  tiiat  moment  a  hidden,  bat  unlbrtunati^^ible. 

band  «,mewhe«  behind  «>ne  pot.  and«S.Tthe 

h«^f!r^  barttone-at  a  painfaUy  slow  one.    t2 
!!I^"*  J"*^'  ^"«  louder  than  aU  tiie  band   o«t 
togeAer.  but  ti^  result  was  a  Httie  «««e^„g*r^ 
crowd  s  pomt  of  view.  ••     vm.  uie 

"But  a  bl«tture-«,ech  a  good  cause  I-  the  Princess 

^1^,2^'^  ly  her  «iSctfiU  hoste.s.^l2 
^^L^K^?  »«tle«aii.  Al«usta  of  a^  ,ec«S 
fi^.  aiKl  Gi^  the  Hoft  I^  Reece.  a  talTw 

«^  that  It  sealed  poMSble  t»«»  tiirough  them  side. 

H«  a^^^^lfT*  »^  °»<J«  «  the  crowd  for 
H«  Kcg«l  H^ghncM'a  progies,  to  a  little  raised  dais  at 
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25J^«ted  I«|y  .unding  bkiUcly  by  it  «Kl7»u.ed 

n^hiif^I^^^  ^'""^y'"  «»»•  criedln  her  odd 
«*tte  tallying  fiuhlon.    -Datyou?    Of  cou«c  b^twe 

!»««*    Sowonderfull    Sodeflkia?-  J  !»"«* 

.r«*L"*^'"*  ^^^'^  •"**  ■"^^«'  her  tap  on  PhllUppa'i 
S^^'irj^":£r*Sr ^  *«**  -he  p-aeS  «„  to  tiK 
S  ^vSC  ^i;^'  *~^"«*  ^' of  «„s«tion  behind 
rfl  ^K  ?l  5^l!^  '^  extraordinary.     A  fiog-like 

e»ul^J  i?  ..  ?*^  **  **^«'  acknowledged  hc^ 
existence  after  all;  this  being  a  leader  in  a  cerSS  ^ 
A  do«n  otter  head,  nodded  and  wagged  enc^nS 

SZ?  •  "*^  «««^<»»«CM  that  the  whilom  wife  of 

-huT^    "r  <»«»y  ow  did  not  see  her  beforel 

i^IcSti*h'^  *^'    "^^  P'^^"''  fe^  wort. 
*;d«tedjnth  «»e  saii«  magic  a.  the  kiM  in  ti^ 
!^^"«  B«»«ty ;  the  .peU  bmke  and  evetJtoS 
^ctt^lir!""^  "^  ••^  I-dyPhiUiSlTS 

Wl^*?u^f  ^^  *"^  Augusta  flanked  the 
*^Wy  like  the  ghosts  of  a  veiydLessed  lion  and 

to^^  King  of  the  Forest,  and  the  uiihappy  c^ 

^^Sl.LS^'*!***"**^  beast     They  both  ^ 

SJ^^iJ:^ J^^!**  "^  fixed  u2n»plly^ 
«»«««.  the  Lfcm  gingerly  hoWing  a  little  Sed  b^ 
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•wdUie  Unicom  a  top.liat  with  the  ifflmacnlate  fining 


Between  these  two  rapporten.  flanked  again  fay  kii. 
^tef  and  that  urbane  society  cleric  Canon  Slimson.  the 
demore  but  undoubted  vivacity  of  the  Princess  flicketed 
daintfly,  and  the  brief  ceremony  was  quickly  over. 

It  was  followed  by  a  general  rush  towards  the  stalls 
upon  which  the  gracious  lady's  own  handiwork  was 
vranged  for  sale. 

But  downstairs  in  the  wide  front  hall  a  group  of 
those  men  who  always  hide  from  opening  ceremonies 
was  collected,  busy  gossiping.  Majorson  was  there, 
havfag  arrived  just  after  the  Royal  carriage,  and  a  man 
taown  to  both  of  them  had  introduced  Terry  Alders  to 
him.  That  gentleman  was  staring  with  cold  indiffer- 
ence  at  the  frontdoor  fanlight,  the  while  he  and  Majors 
son  were  talking  seriously,  apart  from  the  rest 

-_1^  "r*'  ^**""*^  °"^"  ^^  Terry,  in  his  sleepy  fashion. 
-«Jat  he  really  did.  We  had  one  blazing  row  "-he 
rtifled  a  yawn—-  and  I  havent  seen  him  since.  Sounds 
haid,  for  we've  been  friends  for  years.  But  if  s  that  or 
LadyPhillippa.    You  see?" 

ICajorsoa  nodded. 

"Did  you  ever  see  the  giri?"  he  asked  AMers. 
J'^^f^****-    Droll  thing.    Nell  Gwynne  I  called  her. 

A  ij  ***  '^^  "^  *^''  ***"•  *°  •"y  serious  harm." 
Alders  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  examined 
the  top  of  one  boot 

BirtMajorson  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  the  odd 
eyebrow  seemed  emphasized  in  his  striking  face. 

«I  had  to  do  what  I  did,  but  thafs  the  fear  of  the 
thing,"  he  said.  « No  one  wants  to  crush  a  woman 
ttoder  the  law.  I  shall  look  into  the  matter,  and  If 
poMiUe  find  out  what  becomes  of  her." 

ft 
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**  Ul  me  know  if  you  da" 

•""Wght  they  wo^  JH  .  '  *"  "  »»niiiig.    I 

"■"•ithpStSr  '""'^    HewMow. 

Cxt^.'^-strrd^^-r^ 
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«-t  with  te«.  .nd  heJCSiS^  ^^ '^^^  "^"^ 

l'2lS/*7*  penance,  ■ometimet,"  the  saJd. 
^^f-inflicted-fof  lm«gln«ry  faulti,"  he  answerad 

*  You  wUI  speak  to  that  tad  PhlUIppa  ?    Ill  .end  for 
hertoihowmetheprintt."  *"«cnaior 

wattrJL*^T  T  ^''«^**' "P  "«*  •^•^  to  lead  the 

i?L?  ^  ^"*  ~"'*^**"-    She  greeted  Mr.  Majonon 

S*^  Tt^;  ~^  *^«''  but  ter  eye.  dwelt  £^ 

te^i   '?'!i'?!^'«  ^^^^^  ^'  twice^though  ^ 
to  uirferstand  W.  attitude  toward,  her  wSVow^ 

*«^^etched  marriage-Nigel  had  not  cultivated clerfcal 
•odety  at  that  gay  period-and  At  hardly  knewVS 

™«  ■!»  had  heard  nothing  except  that  he  wm  tiw! 
fcmUy  Ritualirt.  with  queer  noti«^   that  he  wa.  the 

con^nim  "^  ^'  ""^y  to  the  .mall  room 

qn^became  evident  Her  Lao  T.u  on  hi.  wSte 
•otelope,  her  Woman  of  the  Waterfall.,  her  admad 
U^^o^o..  b^  Hokuuis  and  TokyuSTwSce  uptS 

d^t  o^  tte  dun  crimsony  brown.,  the  VuIZ  W«! 
gwens.  the  translucent  reflections,  and  the  deep  inner 

SX:'  M^JS!!^  ^^  •^^^  witTa^'S:^ 

^U  fa  h^  cold  voice  and  a  subdued  fins  i„  her  traitS^ 
^^jr-*  •"Prise,  even  an  amaxement.  to^ 
"•tenew.  The  Princes,  led  her  on  to  discourse  on  E 
conoept«,n  of  B«ddh»«,  which  she  did^T^ 

7J 
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jwnted  fatalists.  ^       "^  '"*  '^'^^  *•»«  ''«^- 

The   Princess   was  charmed    and   )v>.»,k« 
expensive  prints   maklnTm.?,':  "*"«^'**  ^^^'^nJ 

out  the  leS  oTlSr^  ^  ?P*  P~r*  *^  ^'t* 
twasures.S^pt^^H^"''  *"^  ^'^^^^  '^« 
Reece  to  caSy  ^^  '"  t'«ue-paper.  to  Captain 

hei  Royal  r«tolr^  PhiHippa,  making  her  adieux  to 

the  d^r    ^Z  "^  T""^  ^y  ^''  M»io^n  to 
Jr.  °y°J'    On  the  way  dowi.stairs  they  encounter.^^ 

^0^  d«,  l^y  PMHpp^.  .h.  ..id,  M  do  w.«  ta 

«*«"«  wall    "Nta^S  .  •    "*  f' "  •"'■"J  •»  «» 

kind  ttrt  tonTin  ^      ***•  *"'  ^  *'»""    The 

tl«.p«tol'^^""*'*^«"*    It  A»*.  like 
■;UdyPhil_»pte«,«,„^C.^ 

unhappy  Majonoa     "Thw^MTl  n-!!^*^  ^ 
*       -       Aony  seon  ao  unnecessary,  ao 

H 
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vutejr  In  the  benevolent  scheme  of  crettion.  Why 
should  they  wish  to  crush  and  to  tear?  They  hide  m 
^buA  for  no  other  purpose,  one  would  ima^  Yes. 
Aat  IS  my  carriage.  Mr.  Alders  is  goinTto  see  ^ 
W  Good-bye.  Mr.  Majorson.  It  ifpcLiW^!^ 
under  tbt  arcumstances-that  we  may  meet  again  ?" 
She  departed  in  stately  triumph  with  Terry,  leaving 

Stacks  of  the  French   fan  with  chagrin  at  her  own 

ofS'*!!*"  Majorson   turned  back  with  a  sense 

^«.!v  "  ?""*"  °^  ^'«^^''  »^*"«f«J.  ponged  wife^ 
something  almost  horrible.  Actually,  going  back  up 
^e  stainj.  he  preferred  the  insincerely  gLk^^d 
changeable  Mrs.  Gates,  panting  over  herTokf.  ^ 
a^anowed  snub,  almost  tearful  in  her  finery.  Ste 
««m«Iso,nfinitely  more  human,  and  he  talked  toherin 
a  kind  congratulatory  fashion  that  referred  nomlnaUy 
to  her  exhibition  but  had  its  inspiration  in  herselC 

^xL^V^  '^  ""^^   ^"P**^"    ^^  J«>kin« 
anxwuj  and  nervously  carrying  the  Japanese  printe 

wrapped  in  tissue-paper.  *^ 

hc^JIiS^Sir^*"'  ^"  "^  ""  """^  «^»~'" 
goTJ?1L'.?h"of'h^'  ^-C^^^^-^y  volunteered  to 
said'  f  li.*^  ?  '",?**  'f"  **  *•»*  «"**  «f  *»»**  «>"iA>r." 

dlr^on"**^""  gentleman  immediately  fled  in  that 
the  staircase.    "  Oh  no,  excuse  me.  she  went  to  the  t^ 
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the  collection  of  Celtic  folk- 


of  tile  home   to 
JeweUery." 

wnere  did  you  send  him?" 
the  ,po<ffl»'  "*■    ^W  •»  «»y  have  been  after 

up  to  tte  S;j^  '^  '^''  »'«'■«*«.  "Mther 

dtuy.  staring  recedimrly  at  LSni^     ^  *^  ^ 

^^^  Huwugn,  out  waen  he  got  back  tn  k.*.  /-:*_ 
»*=««.  h.  Ibund  tw,  let.,,.  Jt^^^,^ 
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^v^°t;  ?^  "^  '""'"  ^  household  at  Cobdcnmere. 
telling  him  that  Sir  James  Finroy  was  dangerously  m 
accompanied  by  a  telegram  which  had  evidently  been 
sent  after  it  announcing  the  old  man's  death  from 
r&  ^L°?"  r  "  ^""^  ^~™  Nigel,  written 
Folkt^t^!^™  ^^''^  ***"'  three  o'clock  at 

It  was  one  of  the  finest  studies  in  cynicism  that 
even  he  had  ever  encountered.  He  held  it  up  under 
tte  hal  light  and  read  it  through  twice,  very  stewly. 
but  with  mounting  colour  and  hardening  iyts  and 
tightening  mouth.  *   ^ 

Nigel  congratulated  the  Church  of  England  on 
having^  b^n  rather  obliging  for  once  in  a  way-as  it 

X^".f  A  "?T  ^""^  ^^  *^*^  '^"^  "P  "^  idea 
t„^!?  ;  1";^''  "*"'*«^  ^"  ''°'-  As  things  were 
turning  out-the  Governor  loosing  this  mortal  cSil,  and 
tte  succession  and  all  that-it  was  perhaps  just  as  weU 
toe  parsons  had  been  so  particular  this  time.  They 
h«i  themselves  to  thank  if  men  of  the  world  were 
kTiIT?.  u'     ?"*'!"*  "*****^»-    The  young  lady  he  left 

S^a  B^I."^' Jr'\~"*  ^""8*  (Lisy-sur-Mer. 
vma  Bearnais)  had  lost  the  most  in  the  transaction 

S^fTi.  /.^*  ^T  ****  Church-when  she  found  oui 
to  thank.    He  concluded  : 

-I  ana  driven  to  quote  the  Merry  Monarch  on 
hisdeath-bed.  Perhaps  you  remember  his  words 
to  his  pious  brother  James?  •  Do  not  let  poor 
Nelly  starve.'  My  reverend  relative,  it  is  your 
own  fault  if  I  say  the  same  to  you. 

"  Do  not  Utpcor  N«lfy  staw*. 

"Nigel  Majorsok  Finroy." 
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&>  tUf  was  th*  disappointed  bridegroom's  revenge? 

Foramoment  he  stood  arrested  by  the  unspeataible 
caUousness  and  impudence  of  it  But  a  City^«J 
becomes  used  to  human  nature  derobed  of  "company" 
mamiers.  and  the  particular  kind  of  cold  heartlmnis 
only  p<»siWe  to  a  sensualist  was  no  very  new  thing  to 

^fC      r*'  experience  of  men.  or  women  dLr, 
for  that  matter.  ^^' 

Ju^H!^  '°J*  *  '^"•^  ***^*«"  W»-«»f  *nd  Nigel. 
weU  and  good     He  rose  to  his  own  part  with  mUiSit 

fm«TT  .^'u^^r^  ""*«*»'  ^"^  <^"^"  Ws  sword 

•.".ff"*"  sparrows  are  our  espedal  caie.    Nelly 
shall  fly  yet 

•'  Maurice  Heber  Majorsom.- 
."f  "?■***  ^^l'"'*  ««ngements  to  attend  the  funeral 

lL£ii^.*K ''"  ir'  '^"^  ^"'  »«^<««  to  ti« 

toi^d:?:? ""  •^'•'^  *°  *^^^  ^^"^' ««» "'^ 

jnuit  night  a  man  in  a  rough  black  coat,  with  the 
»Uar  turned  up  about  his  ears,  leaned  on  the  raU  of 
Ae  Boulogne  boat  and  watched  the  cool  cut  of  the 
taAine  through  the  black  night  waters,  as  it  w«J 

SS^   ^7^^   **   ""^"^^  «k«   »  'tone  thrown 
tt^«gh  a  glass  hoop.    The   few  stars,  whose  faTnt 

^«^  rT"?  ***'''"**''  "^^^  touched  the  dogged 
^n^  of  his  face  and  the  steady  foturity  7^s 

^^J  *?*.'  ""«'«y  n»ght  and  few^ople  re- 
i*^  Z^"^^  of  these  the  few  who  no^him. 
judgmg  mdifferently  by  something  ecclesiastical  in  his 
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cut,  took  him  for  a  French  euri  Kturning  to  his  own 
land. 

They  did  not  guess  that  he  was  a  fighting  English- 
man,  going  out  to  war  over  a  girl's  soul.  EspedaUy 
English  m  presently  wondering  how  on  earth  he  was 
going  to  begin  it  without  any  sort  of  introduction. 


CHAPTEH  VII 


I 


"H'^UU  tkomk  tkt  sttrms 
O  Marghtrita  ' 
^HloH  tht  boM^  is  left  a 


mmmtrgardtHS  rjfir, 

ftfg»U." 

SONO  PKOM  "'fAVn.' 


AT  Lisy-sur-mer  the  endin  jf  summer,  the  ending 
.  of  autumn,  was  one  de^  «  more  desolately  be- 
dra^led  than  the  same  hour  at  any  otaer  small  water- 
ing-place. Joy  not  only  departed  utterly  from  it  but 
seemed  to  leave  her  old  clothes  and  unpaid  bills  behind 
her  to  rot  in  a  final  caricature  of  her  presence.  Hardly 
a  creature  remained  but  a  handful  of  the  sulky  hirelings 
who  served  the  place  durii^  its  holiday  hours,  quarrd- 
ling  and  snarling  over  the  inevitoble  smallness  of  the 
takings. 

In  such  a  desert  a  solitary  girl  sat  beating  a  pair  of 
btK  heels  on  a  low  limestone  wall,  with  a  little  point 
o#  iMwdy  wiiite  chin  turned  towards  the  grey  sea,  a 
«Wri  of  sandy  wind  all  about  her.  Behind  her  lonely 
ipm,  inland  under  the  low  brooding  of  the  dim  sky, 
Uraitiiliiid  the  prim,  treeless  squares  of  French  fields ; 
•■i  •  iend  of  toy-brick  game  calling  itself  a  town  lay 
jaM  i«  her  rear.  Desolation  lay  over  the  whole,  the 
desolation,  of  the  "off"  season  in  a  waters-place; 
the  4mf  after  the  folly. 

The  ridiculous  little  villas  nearly  all  faced  different 
ways.  They  seemed  to  have  been  flung  down  anyhow 
by  a  giant  hand,  with  no  r^ard  to  streets  or  sequence. 
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Many  of  them  iMd  blue  Venetian  Winds  drawn  down  for 
tfte  winter,  many  were  curry^loured  with  arabesques 
and  Vandykes  and  trimmings  of  maroon  timber,  and 
dry  sand  surged  up  to  their  faded  front  doors.  The 
last  and  shabbiest  of  the  season's  bathing  costumes 
shivered  m  the  wind,  on  a  low  line  running  out  on  to  the 
beach,  and  a  baby  Casino  sulked,  shuttered  and  ptrdu 
in  the  general  sandy  wilderness.  In  the  sere  dune-' 
pws  even  what  had  once  been  blue  gentians  and 
hardy  ma^ta  campions  had  faded  into  brown  ghosts 
andlooked  like  immortelles  on  forgotten  graves. 

The  blight  of  autumn  was  complete,  the  drear  drone 
of  coming  winter  sang  moaning  in  the  wind. 

It  was  a  sulky  and  forlorn  figure  that  sat  there  fadne 
out  to  the  sea,  in  which  she  had  been  drearily  wadinff 
with  a  ruminant  white  face  and  pouted  lips.  Mischance' 
mischance  I  And  such  an  old  story,  too  old  to  exdt^ 
anythmg  but  boredom  or  contempt  from  worldling  or 

siWy,  the  adventurer  of  it  felt  this  truth.  If  you  shouW 
be  picked  up  from  the  road  and  put  into  a  golden  coach 
only  to  be  thrown  down  violently  uito  the  mod  again 
whUe  the  coach  rolled  away  you  would  possibly  fed  a 
little  indignant  and  bewildered.  That  wouW  be  because 
you  had  traditions  capable  of  bdag  thus  broken.  The 
dull  ache  of  a  vague  resentment  against  a  totally  mifidr 
world  was  the  only  emotion  the  Cockn^  casteway  was 
ccmsdousof.ifshewasconsdousofthat  Little  more 
vivad^  of  wrath  or  disappointment  than  an  over- 
clotKtodBttik  Holkiay.atom  blouse,  or  a  broken  shoe 
would  have  caused  her.  It  was  all  one.  A  big  world 
of  mischances  dead  against  you  from  the  start 

Suddmly  she  became  consdous  of  a  black  figure  on 
the  sandy  waste,  approadwig  her  from  the  direction  of 
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the  flapping  clothes-line,  a  man  of  medium  hdfht  and 
decisive  movements,  very  neat  about  the  tread  and 
ankle.  He  walked  with  his  hands  behind  him,  his  head 
a  little  forward,  and  his  attention  fully  focussed  upon 
herself  till  he  was  within  speaking  distance  of  her.  Then 
he  came  to  a  sudden  abrupt  sUnd  and  stood  still,  looking 
at  her  intently. 

"Are  you  Elinor  Lovekyn?"  he  said  with  sharp 
authority.  She  started  and  put  her  hands  on  the  wall 
on  each  side  of  her,  and  tried  to  pull  her  bare  feet  up 
under  her  rather  shprt  skirt,  ineffectually.  Otherwise 
she  sat  still  looking  surprisedly  and  intently  at  him. 
"  Is  Lovekyn  your  name? " 

She  gave  a  deep  breath  and  a  slow  nod,  still  fumbling 
with  her  feet 

••  Thanks  to  you— yes,  it  is,"  she  replied  gravely.  "  If 
you  hadn't  refused  to  marry  me  it  might  have  been 
something  else.    As  it  is — it's  Lovekyn." 

He  was  clearly  taken  by  surprise,  and  paused  and 
studied  the  castaway  for  a  solid  five  seconds,  then  said— 
"  So  you  remember  me  ? " 

"  Of  course.  You  are  Mr.  Maurice  Majorson,  and  you 
have  a  Gity  church.  And  I  suppose  you've  come  here 
frcmi — him?** 

"  Not  at  all,"  he  began,  in  his  superior,  ecclesiastical 
fadiion,  and  then  stopped  suddenly,  remembering  that 
in  a  sense  he  did. 

*  Because  I  won't  stand  any  more  of  his  nonsense,"  the 
girl  oa  the  wall  went  on  carnally.  "  He's  too  full  of 
fairy  tales  by  half.  If  he's  sent  you  here  with  another 
om,  i^ease  go  mi^— we  don^  continue  this  one  in  our 
next" 

Mr.  Majorson's  arms  weond  to  cmne  of  their  own 
accoid  fiom  bdiind  his  bade  and  fold  temselves  across 
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his  chest,  and  he  settled  his  neat  feet  in  the  sand. 

mouth  tightened  and  his  gaie  remained  intent 

« If  8  a  new  serial,  this  one,"  he  said,  uking  up  her 
simUe.  "  The  tone  is  higher— of  a  more  improving  kind. 
Unless  I'm  mocfa  mistaken  ifll  have  a  long  run  before 
you've  done  with  it" 

She  forgot  her  lack  of  shoes  and  suddenly  kicked  her 
creased  heels  impatiently. 

••  How's  it  going  to  b^n  ? " 

-By  nay  taking  you  prisoner,"  he  repUed  suddenly. 
I  do  that  now  from  this  moment  Count  yourself 
arrested.  You  come  back  to  England  with  me  to- 
n^ht" 

She  opened  her  mouth  and  eyes  into  round  "O's" 
and  stared  at  him,  half  mockingly. 

-Oh,<*»I?''shesaidpertiy. 

-  Get  down  off  that  wall,  Elinor,"  he  commanded. 

"They  call  me  Nelly." 

"Get  down  off  that  wall,  Elinor." 

She  slid  down  in  an  unwilling  amazement  and  began 
picking  up  her  sandy  shoes  and  stockii^s. 

"  Who  ate  your  pareite  ?  " 

"  I've  only  got  a  father,  and  he's  dying  of  cancer" 

-And  you've  left  him?" 

"  I  left  him— to— to— «8m  some  n^oney  for  him,"  she 
■Mwered,  her  hard  gaae  wavering  for  the  first  time 
under  his  severe  legard,  and  weakly  shaking  the  cand 
out  of  her  stockings  ia  little  jerks. 

-I  see.    He  is  very  poor?" 

-Starving,  he  was.    Till " 

-That  is  a  mattnr  I  wiU  look  into  and  put  ^it 
What  we've  got  to  do  in  your  case  is  mon  dttBcalt 
mudi  mem  difficult"  ~~-«. 

-  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  me  ?  " 
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"Find  your  aMralnatara." 

"Whafttiuttr 

"  Your  MMil  and  spirit.  Clearly  thejr  are  aileep.  But 
that* •  not  fair  to  you.  fiverycne  has  a  right  to  have  a 
cool  and  a  spirit" 

"A  what  and  a  what?  You  talk  so  fanny,  like  poetry 
and  those  things  that  don't  mean  anything." 

"Doubtless  I  da  I  talk  of  things  bc^md  the  stars 
to  an  unborn  infant" 

"But  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  iw«?--the  bit  of  me 
that  is  this  skie  of  the  stars?"  she  said  with  engagfaig 
oonoem,  leaving  off  trying  to  wind  her  sandy  stockings 
round  her  sandy  shoesi' 

"Nevermind  I  shall  deckle  how  to  dispose  of  you, 
never  fear.  Come  along  now.  Put  on— those  tiyag»— 
and  be  ready  to  go  back  to  the  villa.  There  you^  must 
get  your  luggage  put  together,  and  be  ready  for  the 

train  to  Boukgne  and  the  six  o'ckKk  boat  Nononsense^ 
now,  and  be  quick  t* 

He  turned  round  on  his  heel  and  strode  ston^ 
towards  the  villa  in  the  little  toy  town,  his  hands  i^ahi 
dasped  behind  him,  to  give  her  time  to  complete  her 
toilet  aloae,  and  expecting  her  to  foUow.  But  faistaed 
of  putting  on  her  stockings  she  walked  behind  hhn  hi 
eamctly  the  sameattitttde,  her  head  slightly  forward,  her 
ham  sandy  feet  placed  with  a  neat  predskm,  her  hands 
dasped  behind  her. 

They  made  a  wiki  picture  as  they  oQseed  the  drift  of 
sand  towards  the  deserted  houses,  the  handsome^  gnve 

eoelesiastfc  and  the  hatless  barefooted  girl  walking  rioi^ 
file  and  stepping  exactly  aHfce  in  a  perfect  ihythoi  of 
solemn  movement 

But  a  glesm  of  sudden  suspkioa  made  M^etaea  tuss 
found.    NeUy  was  cfoee  behind  Urn,  and  to  avoid  aay 

Is 
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coOidoa  the  tcwk  a  fljring  bMdcwttd  slip^  foond  ImMlf 
oohar  oagic  feet  vntnuanMlled  by  diOM.  Ughtad  in 
thm  small  jumiM  and  broke  into  a  dance.  Taken 
Btteriy  by  Mirpriie.  he  did  not  lay  anything,  but  itood 
Mbe  had  turned  watching  her  indignantly  for  aiecond, 
then  gimvdy.  He  had  never  seen  such  a  dance.  She 
hardly  seemed  to  bedoingitbenelC  ShedriftedasUgfatly 
orer  the  windy  beach  as  a  blown  maple  leaf,  and  wkh  as 
little  apparent  self-volition.  In  such  surroandfajgs,  at 
•nch  a  time,  it  was  almoet  weird.  Her  flying  figure 
against  the  long  km  sea  line  reminded  him  suddenly  of 
^eUndfaie  legend.  The  sea  waif  conscienceless  and 
raddertess.  The  movement  seemed  an  epitome  erf  her 
vagrant  drifted  life,  an  unoonsckMis  symphony  of  it 
She  CDvkl  not.  had  she  tried,  have  expressed  herself  to 
him  better.  He  saw  what  it  was  Nigel  had  found  so 
easy  to  ptek  up  and  throw  away.  He  also  saw,  with 
a  flash  of  the  psychok)gfeal  genius  which  had  made 
him  adored  as  a  parish  priest,  that  this  was  the  poor"' 
wretch's  one  form  of  sdf-expresskm.  Her  Cockney  wit 
«M  «  mere  phraseok)gy.  a  habitual  defence  that  she 
had  learnt  wtth  amasing  qufckness  uid  used  hi  lieu  ol 
■omething  better.  Butit  was  this  solemn  white  rapture 
of  the  &ce  held  up  cup-ljke,  tiie  lifting  of  the  while  hands 
and  foeti  that  had  a  passkmate  ritual  of  its  own.  And 
he  knew  it  for  tile  ritual  of  those  vague  readiings  of  the 


He  let  her  finish  without  a  word,  stood  kiokiw  sea. 
ward  while  she  dressed  and  tklied  herseU;  and  than 
wtUnd  back  with  her  to  settle  up  her  small  a0UfiL 
Thfa  was  soon  done,  and  tbey  started  off  together. 
Th^dfcl  not  speak  in  the  train  to  Bonkigne,  and  he 
hurried  her  rilentiy  along  the  nt^sy,  wAaoiat  Qaidt  Mil 
Ike  HaOe  de  Potaoo,  and  throi^  tfie  kiM'-^fin  of 
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SSJ?  ^  ^^9^mt»  expectorating  roimd  ^ 
Aoddy  Custom  Hou«,  .ml  Umnigh  the  mdfe  ^ 
■lH)utliigbeggin,totlieboat 

hril )!!!!!!!"".?  ?**^  were  tettW  on  deck,  ud  the 
boat  h«l  gcrt  well  dear  of  the  gitrnt  twinging  puiwdns 

!^k;     ^"  '»«r^"~  WM  thin  fora  night  voyage. 
«rf  Wn«df  p^  about  at  a  little  dit^S  S?fa 
thought    Coming  up  to  her  once,  he  Mid  suddenly- 
Whit  dW  Mr"i!;  ^  ~"*^?«  '"  5^  ^'^  ^"«««^ 
What  did  Mr.  Finroy  say-what  excuse  did  he  make 

on  leaving  you  alone  at  Lisy  ?  " 

^She   looked    up   in   wonder.     "Why.  none."  die 

*Na    What  do  you  mean?" 
^Well,  then,  how  did  you  know  he  had  deserted 

ki^^J^ti^  5fJ  ^  "*^"  *""»"  England,  and  he 
kfased  me  and  said  I  was  a  dear  nice  littie  girl  and  he'd 
■Iways  be  my  friend.    So  I  knew."  ■none  a 

"You  knew?" 

mlT—*^''"  '"'*•'  ^^  •^'^y»  «*y  when  they  don't 
mean  ever  to  see  you  any  more."  ^  "«"  * 

?^JS*^  J*"**  "•  **»^  •«<«  »t««<i -t  her. 
~^»tat:y?^'"^"-^-^^'i*oir 

^^xed  her  hard  eyes  steadUy  on  the  WUowing 
-The  one  I  wore."  she  saM  slowly  and  deliberately. 
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•To  pratoid-^t  wu  aU  right—to  other  people.    Yoa 
know."  ' 

**  He  made  you  do  that  ?" 
-Yea." 

-Good  God  I"  he  said,  and  went  away  again.    He 
w  gone  for  a  long  time,  striding  up  and  down  amongst 
the  shadows  of  the  upper  deck.    When  he  came  back 
■he  had  wrapped  herself  right  up  in  the  deck  rug,  even 
over  her  head  like  a  hood,  and  was  staring  out  at  the 
far  lights  with  one  of  her  slim  hands  at  her  breast,  hoM. 
ing  something  close  to  her.    The  hand  and  her  fiu» 
looked  dead  white  in  the  moonlight,  and  the  Buttering 
wfad  blew  the  heavy  wisps  of  her  hair  about  her  bright, 
odd,  inhuman  eyes.    There  was  something  more  than 
witch-Uke  about  her.    She  might  have  sat  for  the  woman 
•"D^Sii!!**^'"'*'*^*^  playing  dice  with  Death- 
Curious  how  the  Mea  fitted  her  actual  story,  and  the 
Ufe  she  had  proposed  for  herselC 

Over  the  tossing  silver  plain  the  lights  of  Dungeness 
along  their  reaching  arm  of  coast-Une  glimmered  and 
"hone  like  lamps  on  a  distant  altar ;  cold,  clear,  strange 
bqrond  their  waste  of  waters.  It  was  a  wkler  sea  than 
ftis  on  to  which  Nigel  had  cast  the  creature  he  was 
bringing  home,  a  lonelier,  more  terrible  expanse,  a 
death  more  certain,  a  drowning  more  complete. 

He  did  not  speak  again,  and  they  disembarked  under 
Uie  thousand  lights  of  Folkestone  rising  Uke  gigantk 
Christmas-tree  candles  up  its  towned  and  wooded  hiU 
ta  mutual  silence.  The  train  journey  was  equaUy 
bMien,  and  it  was  not  untfl  they  arrived  in  town  and 
reached  the  steaming,  stufly,  lighted  Strand  and  went 
along  it  in  a  cab  to  the  City  that  Nelly  asked— 
*  Am  I  going  back  home?" 
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cST*^^^    At«Uw«it%fort«w»|ght- 

toh.v.  gin«  h«  at  lewt  .  .««. of  »curity,  if  d«, of 
Ll^riS  ^J^^  thoroughfcre  and  w«,t  down 

wjdfjd  in  hy  ite  ndghboori  that  it  appeared  fm  tiia 
ou^a.  ^  it  could  only  contTTISK^e  Z 

from  the  intcriptionf  on  the  shuttered  windowiL  but  iti 
•PP~nu»«  wat  my  forbidding.  «"w^  out  iti 

SJl^  A*' wa.,<»mh«ng  with  rtooework  andhS  a 
Mttto  iron  g«ting  in  the  middle  of  it    Ail  thi.  codd  hi 

m^ifv  *    *^  dTM.  of  a  religious  opened  the  door 

SSJ^^^'l  ^i^  **"«*•  She  «w»ed  compare- 
s'^* ^S:^' S**  **~*  •  •^^  ^  ~««Hl  ftce,  JST^ 
bright  colour,  like  a  countrywoman's.  -^  -«•  • 

t«!S::»;U7^  ««»•    in  •«  the  Mother  aboit  her 

^Jeywfahed  each  other  good  night,  and  Nelly  was 
ttken  at  once  to  a  tiny  bedroom,  with  Ugh  ceSg^ 


LITANY  LANE 

?f.*"..ry^  ^  to  wWth.  containing  the  mereit 

i?S^^'***'~y**''™™^*»~-  Neverthel«M  to  her 
it  loolced  quite  grand. 

Aetuaily  there  were  three  picturet  on  the  walls,  one 

"««Wou.  ion  gasing  together  at  the  vision  of  the 
bj^nd;  an  oW  and  faded  photograph  in  an  Oxford 
frw»e  of  a  High  Church  ecclesiastic  in  the  sixties,  in 
•  Nretta  under  which  protruded  "  love  curls  »  plastered 
Jjw  Ws  ears;  and  an  oleograph  of  a  modem  German 

The  Sister  pointed  to  the  card  of  Rule,  hanging 
w  the  bed.  the  simulated  wardrobe  made  ofTserw 

pitdi.pine  chest  of  drawers.  Then,  with  an  echoed. 
Wndly  formal  good  night,  she  withdrew.  But  Nelly 
did  not  attempt  to  go  to  bed.  She  went  round  tfa« 
£^  ""tJ^  examining  everything  with  a  knitted 
t^«n^  you  have  had  to  fight  the  streets  of 
London  with  your  wits  to  pick  up  a  living,  you  natu- 
nHy  take  phUosophicaUy  to  any  side  lodri^,SpeS% 

be  condittons  connected  with  this  particular  k)dging 
that  no  self-respecting  castaway  could  accept  Cuttiii 
off  yourhair,  perhaps,  or  wearing  a  black  headgear  liki 
me  dister-s,  or  stopping  your  dancing?  But  in  that 
CMe  one  could  run  away. 

The  place  was  cleane.  than  the  room  that  -Kerb- 
•tone  Lamm."  her  street  friend,  had  let  her  share  those 
few  ni^ts;  hjit  Aey  were  both  alike  in  having  condi. 
tions  attached,  after  alL    Uura  had  been  coldly  kind 

the  same  to  get  her  to  enter  another.    They  were  lU 
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y  ".Mch  «Uke>  and  all  had  ultwior  mtidm,  iht 


She  produced  a  Uttle  cheap  imitatfcm  leather  bag  and 
brooght  oat  Mveral  coina,  lome  loow  silver  and  two 
■ovwdgna.  She  wrapped  the  two  gold  coins  up  ve^r 
jajefal^  In  paper,  and  taking  out  a  stumpy  pencil. 
Ucfced  it  and  wrote  on  It,  -For  rent  and  food,  from 
N,  and  put  it  on  the  chest  of  drawers  ready  for  the 
mwning.  Then  she  dived  into  the  front  of  her  blouse 
and  after  a  little  feeling  about  produced  another  screw 
of  paper,  which  she  opened  solemnly,  reveallni^  a  small 
narrow  gold  wedding  ring,  quite  new. 

She  put  this  on  her  third  finger  slowly,  and  sulkily 
studied  it 

^  "He  thought  he  threw  It  Into  the  sea,"  she  said. 

"^^  *****  **  °**^**  "*  **^^  °^  dlffeience.  But  it 
•hows  what  one  meant  to  da  And  dad  can  a^  It  for 
nimselC  And  one  day  well  be  even,  he  and  I.  Ill  see 
to  thatl" 

She  searched  about  and  found  a  bit  of  black  tape 
upon  whfch  she  hung  the  tiny  token,  fastening  it  round 
her  neck,  and  then,  brushing  out  her  thick  hair,  pre- 
pared for  bed,  Uy  down  and  slept  the  sleep  of  perfect 
to»««ft>IUty,  a  slumber  fer  less  likely  to  present  com- 
pueations  than  that  of  the  just 

But  Mr.  ICajorson  dismissed  his  cab  and  walked  back 
down  the  dark  street  between  the  offices  and  ware, 
houses,  and  went  Into  the  Vicarage  adjoining  the  court- 
yard  of  St  Simon's.  Without  any  hesltetion  he  passed 
•traight  through  the  flagged  hall,  and  opened  a  door 
oommunfcating  with  another  bufldlng.  and  up  two 
fl«hts  of  plain,  uncarpeted  stairs,  knocked  at  and 
entered  a  door  which  led  Into  a  large  raftered  loom 
very  brilUanUy  lighted. 
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^outt  grwiad  him,  crfet  of  -Father  Abbot,"  "Maitar 
Con^ynor,"  and  through  the  dood  of  tobacco  smoke 
the  faoM  of  leveral  men  grinned  a  wdoome  that  was 
taken  for  granted 

Ajeat  was  found  for  him,  and  a  ilood  of  talk,  some 
q»«tjoning,  some  ejaculatory,  was  poured  upon  him,  as 
he  filled  his  pipe,  lighted  it,  laughed  and  said  nothing, 
"S!  *  ""™*"'  ***"  "  Late,  but  time  for  one  pipe." 

The  Cordwayners'  workshop  was  a  spacious  room, 
made  so  by  its  being  four  attics  with  the  partitions 
rwnoved,  and  by  day  the  lights  came  from  the  sky- 
lit windows  in  the  raftered  roof.  Very  few  of  the 
Brothers,  however,  coukl  give  their  time  tUl  after  eight 
VS  u  ***•  evening,  and  it  was  under  variously 
shaded  light%  chiefly  incandescent  gas  in  hand-made 
watchmen's  lanterns,  that  the  principal  craft  woric  was 
done.  Most  of  the  men  were  wearing  the  dark  grey 
canock— the  garment  of  the  Older. 

••Brother  Lamaker  is  chopping  away  at  his  bishoa" 
saM  a  serious-looking  man,  spectacled  and  bearded,  who 
was  himself  working  at  a  panel  picture.  -  Had  his 
now  off  twkie,  he  has,  but  getting  his  cope  as  Sarum 
S»  Jur**"^"**  ^  how  you  ought  to  treat  a  bishop, 

"I  see-congratulations r  said  Majorson,  leaning 
forward  to  look  at  the  relievo  figure  of  a  St  Dunstan 
whfch  Dan  Lamaker,  a  tall,  lanky  priest,  with  a  cassock 
too  short  for  him,  was  carving  in  dark  oak,  going  at  it 
with  hammer  and  chisel  in  fine  style. 

This  brother  now  turned  round  and  laughed. 

«0  Vicar,"  he  said,  "a  new  applicant  for  member- 
drip  called  to^lay.  He  said  you  knew  him,  Mr.  Terry 
Alders,  of  the  Temple,  a  barrister.  He  seemed  half 
Ml«epi  and  somehow  keen  too." 
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"Iithatto?  I  met  him  only  th«  odMT  day.  b«t  his 
"MM  WM  Icnown  to  mt.  Cutioutt  He  was  rathar 
Ml  then  for  hearing  about  the  work.  Well,  the  Com. 
mittae  must  decide  as  to  his  quallficationa.  What  can 
he  do  as  a  craftsman  ?  " 

"'JT"''^*^!*  could  do  that  took  my  fimcy.  Musk, 
•nythfag  in  music,  ftom  performing  and  teaming  it,  to 
transorlblng  and  to  printing,  plain-song  and  aU.  An 
authorityon  plaln^song.  Also  miracle  plays,  pageantry, 
and  medieval  dances."  "^        ^' 

"WhatalistI  Well,  you  must  see  to  that  and  his 
private  character  yourselves.  But  you  can  write  to 
Wm  to  come  again  about  it  If  you  care  ta  Send  him 
to  me  and  111  put  him  through  his  paces— theological," 

"Do  put  Stephen  Wallbank  through  his  theohigkal 
peas  too^  Vicar,"  said  Brother  Jaliln,  his  enormous  eve- 
MOWS  bent  over  a  miniature  printing-piess.  "IVetold 
™««^»fnd  again  that  a  Hfteenth^entury  angel  stands 
onits  teet,  out  and  out  on  the  ground.    And  yet  he 

pwsfato  in  mal^  that  >»/ of  his  llappfag  ite  wings 
«nd  tipping  on  ite  toes  like  a  ballet-girl  r 

-Look  here,"  saM  Brother  Stephen,  the  grave  man 
in  spectacles,  "you  mind  your  own  business.  I  so  by 
Bume-Jones.  who  went  by  Frandni,  who—" 

-Renaissance,  Renaissance  I "  jeered  Brother  Jalfin. 

..,  "^?[.'^''*  y*w  fandlul  fiUry  seraphs  on  twopenny, 
kapanny  Easter  cards  I  Giotto  and  Fra  AngdfcTaie 
good  enough  for  me." 

"Symbolism."  penirted  the  bearded  artist,  painting 

.■L**?..P*^***  "*«**  ^"  P*'*"^  serenity,  -is  the 
•oul  of  dklactics.    I  paint  for  dkiactk*    Consequently 

agr  angel  does  ««/ stand  fiiU  on  the  earth,  but  poises  on 
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"And  Wf  tOM,"  pnt  to  Jalin. 

•TlMt'sit    QoiteM.     H«IUttUttl^willfftOQhislMds 

to  show  that  he  ita  menenget  and  not  an  tohabitant  of 
thii  incnrable  planet  The  spirit  of  mesMngenhip  is 
■hown  in  his  feet" 

Majorson,  smolcing  hit  pipe,  stood  in  fnmt  of  the 
picture,  laughing  at  the  dispute  and  studying  the  flame- 
winged  cherub  with  its  little  ankle  wings.  The  Rev. 
Dan  Lamaker  left  his  wood-carving  and  came  up  to 
him,  saying  under  his  bfeath— 

"Pound  it  aU  right.  Vicar?" 

•Yes.    Left  her  with  Sirter  Kate.- 

*Quite  young,  as  you  supposed?" 

"Yes,  quite." 

"  And  I  suppose  quite  without  the  saving—or  rather 
lavablesoul?" 

Majorson  &ced  him  with  a  sudden  twtokle  dartinc 
under  the  odd  brows. 

"On  the  contraiy,"  she  said.    «  She  has  one,  but  at 
Vnmat,  like  Stephen's  angel,  it  is  in  her  feet  I " 
"Her  feet?" 
"Yes.    The  soul  in  the  sole    And  I  fear  the  only 

way  to  rear  it  at  aU  wni  be  to  let  her  dance  for  hi 
living.* 

Lamaker  stared  at  him. 

"  But  surely "  he  begaa 

Majorson  waved  an  impatient  hand.  "  If  she  doesnt 
shell  dance  for  devilry.  We  have  that  altemativei"  he 
said.  "Dancing  may  be  a  vice.  Is  it?"  he  added 
whimsically.  "Miss  Frubbert  would  teU  you  it  was. 
But  then  I  caU  one  kind  of  parochial  worii  a  vice.  All 
I  can  say  is  that  if  you  want  a  plant  to  grow  you  mutt 

grow  it  according  to  its  own  tendencies,  and  not  aocoid- 
tng  to  a  pattern  in  BerUn  woolwork." 
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hbplpt  and  hb  Swum  bWiop,    Tht  ConhwynihiKl 

A^H^f  ^ k"?***  **»  "»*pri"tfaf . brt  up  10 
"^prownt  they  iMd  not  tought  dandng. 

Then  his  mind  flew  to  his  new  recruit 

-Why,  Alders  wiU  do  for  that  I -he  Mid.    -Whata 
hicky  chance."  »•  "».      waat  a 

I.  "  !jr*^ ''**'••**''«*''•  "W  Majorion.  knock- 

*i^  ^r^  ■*"•  •enrlcel-  and  lightwl  the  candles  of 
the  little  altar.  «-«•••  <n 


CHAPTER  VIII 


/«M>."-Duiv  or  Bbnjaiiin  CoNiTAirr.      '     '^       ' 

TO  go  to  Brighton  is  not  to  run  away  at  all,*  said 
Lady  Phillippa  indifferently.  "  At  this  time  of 
the  year  it  Is  equivalent  to  walking  into  the  thick  of  a 
battle  of  vulgar  criticism." 

•One  thought  you  would  have  gone  ebroad.  But 
oii^K  a  woman  would  prolong  a  martyrdom  unnecet- 
■wuy.  I  suppoM  St  Dorothy  asked  for  some  more 
mewood  to  fan  the  flames  and  then  k>oked  agoniaed. 
StLaurenoe  dlc-<  of  one  roasting  only,  but  he  dkl  die 
giggUng." 

* '  ■**<>"W  not  allow  anyone  but  you  to  tell  me  I 
looked  agonised,  even  by  inference,"  she  replied  with 
•tfll  reproach.  Terry  Akkra  looked  at  the  hotel 
UMmge  ceiling,  as  though  deckling  whether  the  elabo- 
«tely  carved  and  gikled  cornice  would  or  wouM  not 
do. 

•^Whatever  you  looked  you  wouM  grace  iC  he  le- 
pUad,  and  began  humming  a  tune.  To  him  Lady 
PhflUppa  Finroy  was  the  one  divine  woman  in  a  wkie 

worid  of  frumps  and  Wtets,  but  even  for  her  his  ordinary 
method  of  bestowing  praise  was  incapable  of  alteratfon. 
He  paM  you  a  compliment  examining  his  boot-toe,  and 
made  love  to  you  kxtking  out  of  the  window. 
"  I  was  glad  to  see  your  familiar  face  at  the  play  last 
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nllht,-  Ike  Mid.    Mt  was  Uln  old  timet.    An  you 
OMklng  much  of  a  stayr 

"Only  a  few  dayi^  I  am  taking  up  lome  naw— well 
— outJea.  I  don't  know  whether  to  call  it  that  or 
phMure." 

"  I  heard  that  you  had  joined  a  brotherhood  I  Is  it 
credible?" 

-It  la.  So  I  have;  tort  of,  you  know.  The  Coid- 
waynen,  they  call  them ;  lome  feltowt  at  a  City  church 
—chiefly  busineaa  fellowa." 

She  looked  suddenly  interested 

"Oh.  Isn't  that  at  Mr.  Majorson's  chuich?  Yes,  of 
course  it  !&  I  met  the  family  Ritualist  the  other  day  at 
an  albir  the  Princess  Max  had  in  hand.  Isn't  that  the 
nan  who  refiised " 

"Yes, yes, yes," ne  nodded  hurriedly.  "It  is.  Three 
cheers  for  him.  I  sakl  when  I  heard  of  it  And  fthiee 
mora  when  I  heard  of  somethinff  else." 

-What?" 

-That  he  went  atKi  reckdmed  the  girL" 

She  was  silent  a  moment,  looking  at  him  and  master- 
faig  something  that  swelled  her  white  neck  above  the 
•quaie-cut  edge  of  her  lavender-cokxired  frock. 

-You  mean  the  thing  that  man  threw  away?*  she 
iukL 

He  raised  a  deprecating  hand,  without  looking  at  her. 

-  Well,  weH,"  he  sakl  quickly  under  his  braath.  -But 
I  am  a  man  who  cannot  see  a  vfolin  thrown  away  and 
trampled  in  the  mud,  or  a  trilly-voiced  singing  lark 
plucked,  or  a  performing  poodle  vivisected  without 
■creaming.  Those  are  about  the  only  sort  of  things 
that  wouM  make  me  have  a  downright  bout  of  hysteria, 
but  they  really  would    Therel— now  yeu  have  my 
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Bm  WM  thb-HHifortaiMte  bdnf-*  vioUn?"  ibt 


"  DMiear  and  mtelc"  hi  raplisd. 
«  And  you  cave  artistically  r 
-  Yai,  that's  It" 

J!!r  ^mTLaS!^'^^'  •nd  cut  tinr  and  off  w, 

•y*.    His  dalicatdy  cut,  roundish  fiMc,  with  tiie  littla 
•qiUlina  noaa  and  prematurely  gwy  hai,,  h.d  ,  cartafa 

ocMslon  as  the  present,  he  put  off  the  dusty  boradon 

of  his  professional  manner  and  showed  the  pulslnTof 

his  emotional  and  artistic  natuf«.  «"  P«""f  of 

She  l»d  come  down  to  Brighton  directiy  after  tiM 

«««^-Wk!.fc^^^^^^"^^    She  was  not  quite 

iMt  night  was  altogetiier  a  coincidence,  but  In  any  oZ 
■he  meant  to  use  It    As  an  old  friend  of  botii  nS 

tte  Mg  crowded  hotel  at  which  she  was  ttaylnff  wltii  a 

be^impossible  for  her  to  discuss  witfi  tiie  rest  of  tiie 

"He  now  gives  out  tiiat  tiie  marriage  is  postponed 

^ly^]}'^:    ^"^''••'•''Wfagacrapehattiand 
ttat  would  render  tiie  EtU  One  himsdf  rJLedSSel 

•«n«ttrafecmvlews,Iamtold    Already  he  has  made 
•««-MI[«»cdul  remarks  to  tiie  ndSSurinTiS!? 

ex  oflfcA,.  of  course,  but  straws  shoXglhlTuSyTS; 
■  9f 
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wind.  He  has  a  wonderful  genius.  He  alwajrs  believes 
in  what  he  is  doing  at  the  moment    I  wish  I  did." 

Lady  Phillippa  remained  silently  playing  with  a 
pearl  rope  that  hung  round  her  neck  nearly  to  her 
knees,  twisting  it  tightly  round  her  forefinger  as  she 
sat  back  in  the  luxurious  lounge  seat.  For  the  first 
time  Terry  noticed  that  her  fingers  had  huge  knuckles, 
slightly  too  laife  f«r  beauty,  and  a  little  out  of  keefrfi^ 
witii  the  dear  cameo  line  of  her  face.  It  annoyed  him 
vaguely  as  a  sign  of  enei^  and  hardness,  and  he  spent 
his  whole  life  warring  crossly  against  energy.  He 
would  not  believe  tHkt  such  a,  to  him,  saintly,  perfect 
woman  as  this  could  possibly  be  energetic. 

"  If  what  you  say  is  true,"  she  said, "  and  I  can  quite 
bdieve  it,  knowing  him  as  I  do,  the  'iolin  need  not 
be  crushed  and  trampled  in  the  mud  at  alL  Why, 
she  might  make  her  fortune  at  blackmaUl  She  has 
a  clear  case  for  breach  of  promise,  and  in  this  instance, 
as  Sir  Nigel  Finroy,  with  a  newborn  desire  to  shine 
as  a  man  of  big  social  ideas  and  so  on,  she  wouki 
have  a  tremendous  hold  over  himi  Think  wkaX  a 
situation  r 

She  said  it  banteringly,  but  her  red-fired  eyes  looked 
sharfdy  at  him  fcMr  a  second  as  she  spoke,  then  dropped 
modestly  to  dead-white  cheek,  to  the  pearl  rope  again. 

"Hateful!"  he  replied  hotly.  "Don't  let  us  joke 
about  such  horrors." 

"  I'm  not  joking,  I  assure  you.  Blackmailing  is  quite 
a  respectable  accepted  position  nowadays.  You,  as  a 
lawyer,  mily  see  the  otlter  siite  of  it  I  see  the  social 
success  it  is.  Lota  of  women  that  one  meets  at  good 
houses  live  by  it,  almost  acknowledge  that  they  da 
Why,  there  are  two  wdl»known  ones  in  this  crowd 
alone.     Look  over  diere  at  that  exquisitely  gowned 
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woman  standing  by  a  pUlar.  She  is  a  famously 
successful  blackmailer,  and  much  better  off  on  it  than 
I  am  on  honesty.  The  Racebys  had  to  pay  a  cool 
^15,000  to  silence  her  tongue  only  the  other  day. 
She  is  spending  some  of  it  here— she  has  two  gorgeous 
motors  and  heaps  of  friends— but  I  have  no  doubt  she 
is  abo  here  on  business.  She  shows  a  graceful  interest 
in  my  own  movements  at  the  present  time.  I  keep  my 
companion,  Mrs.  Milson,  very  close  to  my  heels,  you 
may  be  sure.  This  is  one  of  the  joys  of  my  present 
position." 

He  laughed,  but  it  was  half  a  groan.  No  wond-r 
she  talked  bitterly,  but  it  was  horrid  to  hear  her,  all 
thesame.  Would  the  position  of  divorcee  twist  the 
sweetness  out  of  an  ai^?  For  a  woman,  even  an 
innocent  woman  like  this,  it  would  seem  to  be  a  kind 
of  moral  thumbscrew,  altering  all  the  proportions  by 
its  continual  slow  agony.  She  had  always  seemed  to 
him  a  creature  of  alabaster  purity,  of  a  stately  dignity 
and  womanliness  that  raised  her  above  the  ordinary 
chances  and  conditions  of  human  experience.  He 
hated  to  see  her  even  touched  by  this  change  in  her 
domestic  life,  when  all  the  world  knew  her  bhundess- 
ness.  He  g^oed  contemptuously  over  at  the  harpy 
by  the  pillar  as  she  was  pointed  out  to  him— the  usual 
type  of  society  feminine  rogue,  a  creature  whose 
battening  capacities  were  writ  large  on  her  hag-ridden, 
nutcracker  face  and  bedizened  dress,  over  rich  for  the 
time  and  place.  A  little  woman,  not  mudi  matte  up 
but  with  eyes  so  heavily  bistred  that  they  stood  out 
from  the  rest  of  her  face  like  an  alligator's,  and  the 
rather  scaly  nature  of  her  dress,  jrhich  was  of  rich  green 
embroideries,  added  to  this  effect 
"  The  local  colour  is  so  strong,"  said  Lady  PhilKppa 
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wearily.    "If  you  really  are  a  reptile,  acknowled«d 
Iwppose  you  rather  enjoy  dre«i„|  J^ne.  Zl2S 
the  same  circumstances  I  should  avoid  it  myselC    If 
one  crawls  ,„  the  grass,  that  is  for  the  dark,  afte^l    n 
is  not  pretty  to  crawl  in  public."  " 

liJl^'^c"  ^°'    ^^y  Phillippa  rose  too  and  walked 

sf ti^'j^Lk:,'^''"'''^  T^'  ^'^^^' 

Nellv    h^  „.        u     "°*  *  ^"""^  *l"'«''  questions  about 
iS*  ^    T'  .**^  P*"^"**^*.  and  where  she  wm 

S;  so'^tJK^'JS  P'  ^'  *^^"^-    ^-  ^^«  '«^'/^ 

"She's  got  the  germ  of  iC  he  replied  '■lamh.rin. 
toto^  the  little  ™i«y  my^HjStoge,  i^.S 
«  .  d,.w,ng.«om  entertainer,  or  «,m^ng  „f  S2? 
~rt.   She  11  ne«r  get  it  in  the  u.u  J  routine  w!y  of  ht 

ft<^UK  first    He  may  be  .  p„««.  but  he  isn't 

«l"J!l*„!!I.!,f'!?'  '*»™>''«  »»"."  »aid  Udy  Phillip- 
Jk   u     .      ""  °^''  •«*'«  '"  "o«  with  him.    And 

forlSSS^l"'*"^''"'""^"^-    Sheis.monkqr 

~.^^'  of'  Z"  i?""^..'  «1>11  «nt  to  he.r 
•wne  mote  of  thb    If  you  need  my  helo "    H. 

•njT'g  hw  h«d,  «,d  d»  smiled  «,  WmJuTIt  hto 
ZltH'  "  •''*^''  "^"fc^.  womanly  rir  tUt  S 
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Phillippa  stood  a  moment  in  the  porch,  watching  him 
go  along  the  moon-lighted  asphalte  of  Brighton  fiont 
into  the  shadows  made  by  the  scudding  ol*  wind  and 
clouds  over  the  moon,  and  then  turned  back  to  the 
hotel  atmosphere— flowers,  band,  music,  lights,  chatter, 
cigar  smoking,  coffee  fumes,  and  over  all  that  eternal 
unconquerable  smell  of  dinner,  which  no  hotel  seems 
quite  able  to  eject  She  passed  swifUy  through  the 
staring,  criticizing  crowds  to  the  lift,  and  up  to  her  own 
private  apartments. 

"Isn't  that  the  divorced  Lady  Phillippa  Finioy?" 
said  a  homely.faced,  much-bugled  lady  to  a  picked-up 
acquaintance,  with  holy  horror  in  her  eyes. 

"  Yes,-  said  the  other  out  of  a  tight  blouse  of  coffee 
lace  and  lumpy  jewellery,  in  superior  accents.    "Sad 
affair,  most  sad,  poor  thing  I " 
-Oh,  then  it  wasn't  her  fault?" 
"Her  fault!    Oh  na    Didn't  you  read  the  papers? 
A  martyr,  quite.    The  law  proved  it    A  most  noUe. 
blameless,  saintly  woman,  and  the  daughter  of  Lord 
Rackstock.    Viceroy,  one  year,  he  was  to  us.    A  most 
splendid  okl  family,  some  of  our  first  aristocrats.    Our 
best   people.     Of  course   there  was   no   blame,   no 
blame." 

^  "Still,"  persisted  the  bugled  one,  looking  puszled, 
"Mr.  Finroy  was  an  aristocrat  too— why  he's  Sir  N^l 
already— and  somebody  was  to  Uame,  so  it  must  have 

been  him.    Even  the  best  people "* 

"Really,"  said  the  coffee -lace  blouse.  "I  don't 
understand  you  at  all  Mr.  Finroy-Sir  Nigel.  I  mean 
—IS  not  an  aristocrat,  my  dear  lady.  His  fether  was  a 
wool  merchant  who  got  a  littie  money  in  the  City,  and 
got  tided  for  political  piety  carried  to  nauseation 
They  only  made  him  a  baronet    These  people  are  the 

lOI 
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•fajoi*™  Finr^M  old  Ofy  rtock,  but  q.«e  tta»_ 

ffiJSr  tr*^' *""*""  ■"«'''»»  «*  BtttL«iy 

of  eriminali^  or  iobedUiy  u  the  cu^ntaSt  ta^  ^ 

<»^'^?broft.St«SST^Jl  "^  "^ 

"-.toWdrnp.,,  WtZmtT"  """^  "~"^- 
into  L'^''S;s"'.  fa  to  «»», «  ««i  tooked  !«, 

ror  creeping  in  the  gnus  ^l*  .  -he  had  8i)ol«m«ffc! 
Teny?    It lookedlike  it  "»"«»  spoken  of  to 

nii^'^^'L^  ^  ^.'J"^  ~P  •*  ^^  doo'.  begin. 
Mk^tiTilf  2^  «»d  working  up  to  «  high  cr^«2So 

Mi^ll  d^ease.  and  then  dying  do^^again  to  a  J^ 

J^y.  to  prevent  heraelf  being  driven  mad  by  thi. 

The  lady  who  was  now  acting  as  her  damt  dt  /»- 
P^u  entered  on  soft  feet,  slightly  J^TTJL^ 
way  of  a  polite  crab.    Wa's  slfe  r^^^p'^^c^  ^S 

tea 
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Mn.  Milaon  was  nUow,  slender,  and  irreproachably 
dressed  in  black,  with  the  sparing  transparencies  of  the 
socially  uncertain.  The  heavy  weight  of  her  dark  fringe, 
whidi  terminated  in  a  kind  of  gummed  curl  like  a  note 
of  interrogation  on  her  fordiead,  rather  enhanced  than 
disguised  a  certain  corpse*like  effect  produced  by  her 
heavy-lidded  eyes  set  in  very  deep  cavities.  She  was, 
of  course,  the  usual  oiSoer's  widow,  and  had  the  usual 
appearance  of  having  been  bom,  bred,  reared,  and  per- 
fected in  a  boarding-house.  Poor  soul,  it  was  possible 
that  her  whole  outlook  on  life  was  as  one  huge  boarding- 
bouse,  and  she  had  caught  the  particular  blight  whfch 
so  often  falls  on  those  who  adopt  that  mode  of  existing. 

*  Very  stormy  night,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  that  sounded 
as  though  it  came  from  a  tomb.  The  wintry  wind, 
muttering  round  the  chimney-stacks,  moaned  in  keeping 
with  her  accents. 

"  Very,"  Phillippa  repUed,  her  tyes  on  the  fire. 

**  You  seem  low.  Why  not  take  to  a  game  of  patience 
on  these  occasions,  or  shall  I  show  you  how  to  play 
cribbage?" 

Lady  Phillippa  kx>ked  at  her  for  a  moment  with  a 
hard,  uncomprehending  stare,  then  laughed  outright 

"  Sit  down,  Milly,"  she  sakl,  indicating  a  seat  opposite 
her  own,  and  lying  full  back  in  her  own  chair,  with  her 
hands  clasped  over  her  eyes.  "  You  k>ok  like  a  s^ost 
You  carry  with  you  the  odour  of  ghosts.  Your  voice  is 
like  a  ghost's  voice.  Your  remedies  for  my  distraction 
are  the  thin  ghosts  of  remedies  employed  by  dead 
women  in  TunlMridge  Wells  a  hundred  years  aga 
Consequently  you  must  be  an  authority  on  ghosts. 
Now  tell  me,  do  you  think  they  are  of  any  use  in  these 
days,  that  anyone  can  be  got  to  believe  in  them,  or  be 
scared  by  them— particularly  a  man  ?  " 
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•om«  tl«t  no  one  cSuM  mLtSTi,      **'  ""!*•«"» 
our  brijfctat  lK«nSJl  ?r*  "^J^  ""«  over  clo«l 

Po-Wj-  be  otI^TVT  "°"  •»*  «»'«'  n"y 

'1lT£S-  ^^  ^  ~.otr>  •*  ■"'  '^■ 

•  M"  In  y«,r  ,!S  "d  ^STw^r?'?'^  '^''  '■«' 

«»rtU  ineWtablenSi    IS  i^  '^"  ''''""''  »<* 
«»  w  ovefcome  at  ttefti,^  i^»' /'""'PPe.  and 

"^..p«.or«^W.tjf«^P^^ 
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that  hung  at  the  side  of  her  dres..  and  telling  the  future 

^nte  2^  CHide  and  .ketchy.    H«i  it  been  able  to 

Inte^UT^  r!?'  ^\  ^"^  *°^  ^^^^  than  he  had 

absorption  of  a  new  interest  that  had  taken  hold  of 
him.  P^plc  said  it  was  funny  for  Alders  to  turn  monk. 
iHit  then  you  never  could  account  for  the  vacaries  of 
SJ^eSf^T/*^*''"-  T^«  Temple  Chambe;;'Sw^' 
oT^t^^^'*^^^^  He  used  to  go  eastwaS 
^th  ^.«£  "!^  '"T**  ".P  ^"^  ^**"y  Lane  workshop 

^n^Ai^^^l  part  of  the  evening  his  employment 
ITh  il  n"!!?  «*~^««».  »>«t  l»ter  on  he  was  u^tairs 
J**>  ^  ?«>«»f  working  out  knots  and  problSis  "f 

i'itlF'HWsf  sfmt^^  ^'  ^  •^^°"-  ^-  ^ 

a  .llJ^^i^?"*  *"*  sit  and  fight  over  the  exart  date  of 
a  particulw  G«man  chorale,  and  its  relative  merits  to 
those  of  French  traditional  melodies  fixnn  so^  c^ 
Rouen  gradual  I    But  always  the  coWly  strange  f^ 

tho^ts  as  on  „  jlt^r.  Theie  was  never  such  a 
woman.    Some  time  her  influence  might  help  his  littie 

r  CoIJhV'*^  "^^  "'^^  tendernesTshe  h?d  oZS 
It  Could  he  accept  such  a  sacrifice?  Your  cynic  is 
always  the  most  hopeless  sentimentalist  in  tiie  world. 
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CHAPTER  IX 

dniamshtt 
And  am  kUfrmJtr* 

GlOKOB  HUIMT. 

BUTUie  Master  Cordwayner'.  trouble.  l»d  ^ut  just 
begun.  Vou  do  not  take  to  your  quiet  home  M 
unknown  quantity  in  the  shape  of  a  wS^ooiS^" 
wiAout  encountering  certain  adventun*  ^ 

li?^!?*^"'  ^^^  «•  «»«e  days  after  her  return  home 

m^^fSrV^"**  •'•j*'^  was  too  busy  to  SSk 

K^»        l!'*T''*"**  *«'~»«ftintnecareofsJS 

He  w«'S^'J*"will~*'*^  ^»^  newsurToS.SS^ 
He  was  hwaself  obliged  to  go  down  to  the  fiiimUr 

po^^nd^  face  in  the  procession.    That  waafa^* 
wSrSi^^^"*^    surrounded    by    brickfieW^ 

^"Ttedly  buckled  to  hi.  task  of  grief-strid^en  hTS 

slightly  foolish,  Aecpish  air  of  a  rake  suddenh^foroS 
to  play  a  solemn  part  over  a  black  tie  Zt^^ 

for  the  occasion.     Or  did  he  really  feel  it.'    E^ 
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boun  and  tenantiy  and  tbe  deputies  from  Lo^n 
gfeat  personages  who  had  come  down  to  do  proxy 
moiiminsr.  and  be  in  part  a  weak  regret  splashins  up 

But  solemnly  vowing  never,  if  he  could  help  it  to 
»p-k  to  any  Finroy  again,  he  came  back  to  town, 
n»«itaUy  Jibing  his  hands  of  the  man  and  all  his 
moods  and  delusions.  Some  men  would  have  thought 
^thdrduty  to  make  that  occasion  an  opportunity  for 
T  ^J^  ^  ^^^''  ^^  n*tuie.     It  was 

SITi^^fl.^  ^^y"^'*  PW»tenate  independence 
that  he  refused  to  do  so. 

thl^L!!^^  '^^  "^"^  ^  motor-homs  and  traffic 
thunders  of  London  sounded  jovial  and  cheerful  to  him 
Mfte  reentered  it,  and  his  huge  grey  wiklemess  of 
warehouses  stretching  away  east  a  little  beyond  the 
m^  noise  and  bustle  seemed  a  homely  place,  teeming 
with  interest  and  possibility.  w«ii«ig 

A^^h??  ^^'S^'J^I^  thing  was  real  and  alive. 
After  the  Koitish  brickSelds  and  the  sham  grief  in  the 
refa  it  seemed  a  regularly  joUy  affair,  and  all  the  width 
of  his  intttests,the  human  side  of  his  work,  the  k»ve  of 
Ws  chur^  and  its  wealth  of  gemmed  beauty,  and  the 
«thusiastic  oneness  of  the  men  about  him  seemed  to 
rfac  up  and  meet  him  like  a  breath  of  warm  incense  as 
Ws  eyes  Ughted  on  the  broken  Une  of  dun-tinted  walls 
Md  roofs,  the  cranes,  the  towers,  and  chimney^Aafts. 
Such  ugly  things  can  become  so  beautiful  to  those  who 
give  themselves.  ^^ 

Now  he  must  tackle  the  question  of  the  little  queer- 
eyed  cartaway,  his  capture^  he  said,  as  he  put  his  latch- 
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njMjt^l^k  to  yo,  .bo«t  Eltao,  Uveky,,    A  JIgl,, 

"  w^'iL^t^r^""-  •  '""•  "«<.«-~«. 

"Shehasrunmway?* 
"TO  awn.    She  htd  been  down  to  aee  her  ftthn  >hn 

S^!?f    'i'J™f  «~"fi*  •>»<>«»  her  fcther  though.  I 

once  and  see.    Naturally  you  were  worried  as  she  wm 
in  your  charge,  Sister."  '««»  «  sne  was 

heir' a^l*^^*^""''**  ®"'  **^  P"»»*«t  ««*  to 
*S^fS!^  ^  "1?  •*•  **"«  ^»""<*  to  the  SisteSood 
•nd  there  was  a  dreadful  scene.  The  Mother  Su^' 
;~  quite  upset  by  her.    We  could  haiS^^tK? 

buLSSlL'^*"*  *"P«tencel    It  is  not  Miss  Frubbert's 
"  Father,  she  says  it  is,"  puned  the  rosy  Sister  meeklv 

jays  that  Elinor  should  have  been  sent  to  the  Re^ 
Home  at  which  she  Is  one  of  the  Commltl^.  %^ 
«he  will  have  the  young  person  conveyed  there  witZt 
cWay.   She  says  she  wai  write  to  theArch^^lSl 
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«id  all  that,  and  quite  an  amount  mora,  pttttlng  on  her 
goloihet,  ftanding  on  one  foot,  in  the  Sisterhood  haa 
We  stood  round." 

The  neatness  of  this  picture  nearly  upset  Majorson's 
gravity. 

"  They  do  take  a  long  time  to  put  on,  those  goloshes^" 
he  replied.  "They're  long  things.  They  and  the 
tongue— but  come,  Sister,  after  all,  how  did  she  find  out 
about  the  girl  Lovekyn's  being  there  at  all  ?  " 

"  Miss  Finny  caUed  with  some  clothes  for  the  Criche 
diUdren,"  the  small  veiled  lady  replied,  with  the  queerest 
pinching  of  her  mouth.    **  She  may  have  told  her,  sir." 

"She  may,  she  may!"  Majorson  tossed  his  head 
back  in  his  own  irritated  fashion.  Miss  Finny  was 
Miss  Fnibberfs  known  jackal,  a  feeble-minded  little 
busybody,  a  thorn  In  the  side  of  any  society,  lay  or 
parochial,  to  which  she  attached  her  twittering  self. 
The  ridiculous  little  plot  of  paltry  espionage  was  plain 
enoi^  to  his  mental  vision ;  he  really  ml^t  have  ex- 
pected it. 

He  dismissed  the  demure  Sister  with  a  laugh  and  a 
promise  to  put  all  right,  and  went  that  evening  by 
bus  to  Bethnal  Green  to  find  out  the  Lovekyn  ancestry, 
and  If  necessary  administer  relieC  The  stately  Uue- 
cyed  Mrs.  Higgler  was  In  charge,  as  usual,  and  did  not 
advise  a  permanent  return  tA  Nelly  to  tl«  all^.  That 
is,  since  she  had  found  good  and  respectable  friends. 
"Once  they've  got  the  Itch  to  the  West,  sir."  she  sakl 
seriously,  "they  give  up  all  Ideas  of  living  a  proper 
life" 

"Oh,  but  she  is  In  my  care,  i  will  see  that  she  leads 
a  proper  life,"  he  said  sharply. 

"  Still,  sir,  after  all,  you  come  from  the  West  your- 
sd£    Toffs  that  wear  white  shirts  do  have  such  notions. 


LITANY  LANE 
Tky  iMgh  «t  the  things  we  sbould  knHe  eKh  othw 

ZJL        "Si  !^'"«  *»*■  *»"**•    "E^  we  white. 
Airt^  fight  r    He  laughed  grimly  „  he  thought 

"Well,  I  hope  ihell  do  you  credit** 

*  I  ihaU  Insist  upon  It,-  he  said. 

^She  shook  her  head.    -  Youll  have  to  tie  her  feet. 

•  I  Intesd  to  free  them,"  he  answered. 

•dee^   He  tried  to  persuade  Mrs.  Higgler  to  le^  him 

-Charity,  sir,  he  shall  not  have  I"  said  the  natronlv 
young  dnjgon.  In  her  sturdy  fashion.  "So  iZ  „  | 
and  Mine  (thn  title  Indicated  Mr.  Higgler)  ha^  a  ISof 
to  cover  us  he  shall  have  aU  we  have.  *      ^"^■'^ 

«  ?"J  *^'  '» ***rf^'"  "^d  Majorson. 
u  I   "r"°!  ■*'•  '*  *»  "***"««  of  the  kind!-  flashed  the 

given  withouta  sneer  or  a  snarl  or  a  patronage.    Kind* 
ness  It  may  be,  but  charity  It  Is  m^-^^^ 
TJ»«c  pussling  ahades   of  definition   were  quite 

fcn^  to  Majojson  as  a  parish  priest,  but  he  shnSS 
l^^  I'^*™*^' J*"«**y  ^'  Lovekyn.  wtoi^ 
S2;J^"he1S^  "^*  ^^^  *«  ^«  P- Ndl/s 

Jifl"*•^*l^^***  ***''  "*«*  *»»«  infirmaiy."  Maggie 
^^;h«v^ce  dropping  gemly.  -Helltegoi^ 
the^tfane  they  cry  nardsse  In  the  streets.    Watch  and 

She  had  a  poetk:  way  of  fixing  all  dates  by  the 
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ImnhAwlMd  on  the  London  kerbt.  ua  coontrywoauw 
wfll  do  by  the  Add  produce  or  the  turn  routine  or  the 
weather  sifns.  It  was  a  curious  instinct  for  Nature, 
inherited  perhaps  from  her  Essex  peasant  ancestors, 
finding  ito  expression  in  the  only  th..  of  Nature  that 
came  near  to  her  oim  range  of  expericice. 

"Nardssusl  Isnt  that  Eaaterr  he  said  tiwught- 
fbUy.  hfanaelf  with  a  totaUy  clerical  riew  of  flowers,  as 
exitting  to  be  put  on  altars  only. 

-Easter  I -said  Maggie  derisively.  •Corae.sir!  Ifs 
as  early  round  the  year  as  the  mulfin-bells  stop  I " 
Majorson  stroked  his  chin  at  this  conundrum. 
"  Well,  111  see  you  again  about  it,"  he  saM.  - 1  have 
given  orders  for  Elinor  to  be  Uught  a  trade  by  the 
sisters  of  our  Sisterhood-«arpet-making  by  hand— 
and  she  shall  come  down  here  and  see  her  father  and 
bring  him  some  of  her  earnings  twice  a  week  for  the 
present" 

*  I'm  glad  she's  really  going  to  work  honest  at  last- 
•aW  Maggie  coldly.    "  She  doesn't  deserve  your  kind- 


Ji^L  T  J***  ?*^  Heaven's."  replied  he.  and  went 
back  to  Litany  Lane. 

Tl»t  evenfag  he  was  busy  with  a  big  guikl  service  in 
the  church,  but  during  the  festal  Magnificat  he  noticed 
the  smaU  watching  lace  of  Elinor  fixed  steadfly  towards 
him  over  the  top  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  pew.  into  whfch 
some  humorist  had  put  her,  probably  Jalfin.  The  old 
aw  seat  of  honour  feced  down  on  to  the  side  of  the 
XJTli'?*  ~*Jowly»pecimen  of  black  oak  carvL^ 
after  Grinling  Gibbons,  and  probably  contemporary  wi£ 

out  from  between  two  sword-rests.  meUowed  by  the 
flicker  of  taU  tawny  candfcs,  and  pressed  on  to  a  lilr  of 
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SL^'sS^^k^?*'*^*^.^^"-  '"  «»e  murty.  ancient 
in  S  ^  ^  ***"*  P"***"*'  «>f  P»«*  d«ys,  Jane  Grey 
in  the  Tower  or  Elizabeth  LambSle  in'^the  BastiU^ 
^  the«  was  more  of  defiance  in  the  meelcness  than 
^r»h      "T  ^"^  ^**°^"-    J°^»  «»«  Maid  on  trill" 

^^rr."r^-i  '"°"*"'"'*^  *"^  «*"^^^  *"d  the  cowled 
sisters  at  the  side,  came  nearer  the  mark. 

Just  like  Jalfin  though!     Absurd  to  put  such  an 

Whittington,  so  fegend  had  it,  had  once  knelt  to  h^ 

Turn  again,  Whittington, 
Lord  Mayor  of  London, 

ran  the  legend  of  that  civic  romance; 

Tton  again,  Elinor, 
Lady  of  London, 

myht  not  be  such  an  impossible  legend  in  all  London's 
fafinite  possiWUty  of  romance !  Then  he  smUed  a  iSe 
to  him«lf  as  he  remembered  that  she  bore  the  very 
name  of  a  famous  old  Lord  Mayor  of  London.  Love^ 
one  of  the  oldest  of  City  names.  ^ 

heJ"n^?!'^i v^*'V****^  '**~"  *"^  « *=»»»»<=«  to  realize 
her  possibilities,  or  he  would  know  the  reason  why 

«.*  Sf^*^.  ^  ^"^  ^""^  ***''  to  his  study.  He  must 
get  that  scolding  over  now  or  never.  She  came  at 
oncei 

h.-I^?K'r^/il?l  ^  *"'^  '^^^y'  «"  »he  stood  before 
alSyT'^  ''''"^°***-    "Why  did  you  run 

inl^°  ?r  "^  ^'  "'•  *"**  to  buy  a  pair  of  stock- 
ings.  He  paused  a  moment,  but  she  was  quite  grave. 
He  remembered  the  shoeless  dance  on  the  sandy  waste. 
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She  looked  extraordinarily  difieient  already,  after  a  few 
days  of  a  convent  "smoothing  out"  process,  and  her 
witch-like  prettiness  shone  well  from  this  demure  setting. 

"  You  should  have  asked  the  Sister's  permission  before 
going,"  he  said.  "  Though  naturally  you  wanted  to  see 
your  father ;  still  you  mustn't  run  about  like  that" 

•*  But  it  was  because  I  didn't  want  to  run  about  like 
that  that  I  went  out  and  bought  them,"  she  said 
seriously.    "The  ones  I  had  on  were  the  only  pair  I 

"  Absurd,  absurd  I    The  sisters  could  have  got  you 
any  clothing  that  you  wanted,  you  know  that." 
••  With  whose  money,  sir— Father  ?  " 
"  Mine.    Why  do  you  say  •  Sir  Father '  ?  " 
"It  seems  rude  to  use  one  without  the  other,"  she 
replied,  and  rather  disarmed  him  by  the  reply.   Hitherto 
she  had  not  wished  to  avoid  rudeness.    Here  was  a 
point  gained. 
♦*  I  see.    Well,  one  will  do^  one  will  do." 
••  If  you  were  a  young  woman.  Father— sir— instead  of 
a  monk,  you'd  know  that  one  wouldn't  do  I    Really." 
•■  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean  one  stocking,  or  one  pair  of  stockings." 
••  Now  you  are  trying  to  be  impertinent" 
"  I'm  not,"  she  flashed  out  angrily.    "  I  thought  that 
was  what  you  were  talking  about,  and  as  you  sakl  they 
were  to  be  got  with  your  money  I  thought  you'd  better 
know  what  would  be  expected  f " 

He  looked  long  and  hard  at  her  under  his  brows, 
but  could  only  discern  a  serious  frankness  akin  to 
Maggie  Higgler's.  It  was  quite  evidently  a  racial 
habit,  hieing  from  Cat  and  Mutton  Alley  and  the 
wtern  marshes,  a  terrible  weird  directness  and 
simplicity,  curiously  without  guile,  curiously  upsetting. 
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^Hdofthaf!'^,.  J;^'^^^^^^^^^^^  1)0  please 

what  on  earth  he  ^uld  SeS^cSn  V  *"?r*"u^  ^"*^  °« 
ceeded  rather  hastirto  tell^^rnf  k"*'?  **'  ^*  P~- 
and  his  plans  for  h^taHL  vL^''  ""'^^  to  he.- father 
industry  ^^  '^  *^""  *  ^''"«  ™oney  by  her  own 

her""wt"w'rS:  LTaln^  *''  ^^^  ^«  ^^^-'-d 
the  curious  ^Ic  he  hS  ^"If^^^f^O"  of  pleasure  in 
suddenly  at  Ae  id^  Ift,  •""'"''^    ^"^  »»«  '""^d 

spirit  in^  m^h-^rch  bu3  t'V'l  '"  '^  » 
stockings!  '    "'  *^**  '°  '^"y  her  pairs  of 

sednfr"  "•  ****  ^°"*  "P  »  moment    Ifs^J^ 

into  the  schooL^^S^^^^^^  ?"*  f^  looking  down 

up  through  ^J^l^S^'TlTt''^'^ 
branches  of  the  plane  trel  **"*  "^'^  "^ 

teJi^r  ::!;5  ^f ch'srstcL^"^^  ^"^  --» 

howled  with  delLt  at  ^i«^  ~2"*^  **»«  3^  '^nd 
like  a  mummy  if  a  doSnTS^^'^TPP^*  "P 
mackintoshes  ill  its  bSH^  eno?«  ""**  "^^^^  *"** 
huge  goloshes  on  both  feet  Td  ZT"^"'  ^**  ^«^"? 

The  giant  padded  thfy^^' ^^J'?"  »^  '^^-d 
shouting  forth  remarks  in  a  hTc,!      "      "*'  '°  *"<•  <«>, 
of  Ae  audiencT  '"'^^  "^'^^^ '°  *«  ecstasies 

,   "Take  me  on  the  Flip-Flap!"  it  crUA  »      • 

.■»»««  f«t  to  p~«ic.ra.  j;!.„;:,.'^^p£;,'«  ^ 
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the  Committee  of  the  Tooral-oorals,  except  to  arrest 
you  all  for  your  frivolity ! " 

With  a  sweeping  arm  it  tore  off  a  motor-hood ;  then 
continuing  its  n..rch,  threw  off  two  huge  driving-gloves! 
following  that  with  a  coat,  a  shawl,  the  head  golosh,  and 
finally  standing  on  one  foot,  very  awkwardly  and 
violently  tugged  off  the  immense  india-rubber  canoes 
from  off  Its  feet  and  whirled  them  deftly  at  the  heads 
of  the  principal  chUdren.  Roars  greeted  this  finale. 
Out  ran  Sister  Kate  from  a  side  room  with  her  teeth  in 
her  hp  and  a  scarlet  face,  showing  that  she  had  been 
watching,  seized  the  figure,  and  pulled  the  final  scarf 
from  off  the  head  and  revealed  the  terrible  Elinor 
laughing  and  shaking  her  head  like  a  puppy. 

She  was  hurried  back  into  the  school-house  and  the 
door  shut  prompUy  upon  her,  and  the  Ubieau  ended  as 
bnskly  as  it  had  begun. 

"But  who  is  it?"  said  one  of  the  brothers,  who  was 
a  new  assistant  priest  and  could  not  understand  the 
chuckles  of  the  others. 

"Come  with  me  to  the  Rescue  Committee  I  •  said 
Majorson,  turning  away  to  go  back  to  his  work.  "  The 
onginal  of  that  little  sketch  is  parochialism  incarnate. 

^*t^rit"  '"'*'*'  ^^  '^'^"^  "'  ***  ****'" 

"  But  who  is  the  pretty  girt  in  the  school-yanl  ?  " 
"  Thaf  s  another  stoiy.  We're  trying  to  rig  her  out 
with  a  consaous  moral  nature,  but  at  present  she  is 
corrupting  the  Sisterhood  to  open  mutiny  against  the 
gods  of  the  Committee  1  I  suppose  I  must  forbid  it! 
What  a  pity  high  spuits  aren't  a  virtue,  isn't  it  ?  " 

He  laughed,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  went  off 
with  his  hands  in  his  cassock  pockets.  Who  couki 
scold  so  mad  athing  for  such  aclever  pieoeof  acting? 

"$ 
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Probably  it  was  only  an  outburst  after  so  much  good 
behaviour.  For  she  was  coming  to  the  services  now.  and 
tetting  herself  be  taught  many  things  besides  the  carpet- 
makmg  of  Sister  Kate  and  the  music  lessons  of  BroSer 
reriy,  and  French  and  grammar  of  the  L.C.C.  evening 
,w!!;!:  .fS!  rt"^  "^  struggling  to  be  good  and  to 
M^%:1^'  she  sawabout  her.  If  she  also  imitated 
MISS  Frubbert  could  he  say  very  much? 

to  ^l^u'^u^  that  redoubtable  lady  by  a  grim  letter 
1^^-  ^'?^'''^  no  «P>y.  she  being  possibly 
en^ged  in  complaining  by  savage  missive  to  the  (rather 
tired  out)  powers  that  were.  .  .  .  His  wars  with  her 
never  isached  a  real  ultimatum  unhappily.  She  was 
one  of  those  persons  whom  you  offend  every  moment  of 

SartSlS^""^  *""*  ^^  "*""*'  '"'''^  *"  offending 
One  day  shortly  after  this  he  went  down  again  to 
Cat  and  Mutton  Alley,  passing  from  the  wider  City 
into  the  long  drab  and  noisy  thoroughfares,  flanked 
by  slums,  of  that  mud-spattered  region.    The  factories 
were  just  retauing  their  "hands"  for  midday,  and  the 
"dmi^r-i^irtles-  were   booming   and    screwing.   I 
cheerful  chorus  of  sound.    Rows  of  girls  swarmed  out 
into  the  mam  streets,  walking  sedately  in  long  lines  of 
eight  and  ten  at  a  time,  with  pretty  vivacious  faces  and 
extraordinarily  neat  hair,  rolled  round  in  halo  fashkm 
and  flat  tams)'.shanter  hats  pinned  on  with  long  pins.' 

Ai^"Jtr'  :"^  '"f"  **  "^^y  «»y  *»»*"8»'  ^  only 
things  of  hope  in  tiw  long  drab  stretches,  and  squal<nr 

and  misery,  and  mud  and  vulgarity.    So  many  Nellys  I 
-so  many  poor  llttie  lilies  and  roses  of  God  tryin/to 
grow  up  out  of  the  vikness  and  hopelessness  S[  a 
at/s  foulest  nuterialism  f 
In  Cat  and  Mutton  Alley  the  ladies  propping  tfaem- 
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selves  each  at  her  own  front  door,  hands  carefully  rolled 
under  aprons,  bead-necklaced  and  metal-pinned,  stared 
at  him  to-day  with  grave  and  solemn  interest  as  he 
went  up  the  courtyard. 

He  felt  the  import  of  it  in  the  air.  When  Mrs. 
HiflTgler  opened  the  door  to  him  dressed  all  in  black 
ana  told  him  that  Mr.  Lovekyn  had  passed  away  peace- 
fully in  his  sleep  he  was  not  surprised. 

Mrs.  Higgler's  crape  was  very  shiny,  if  not  quite 
black,  and  the  row  of  metal  pins  on  her  broad  fore- 
head  were  disposed  with  extra  gravity,  and  a  pair  of 
long  jet  earrings  representing  funeral  urns  with  cloths 
over  them  had  replaced  the  usual  golden  dangles. 

She  told  the  brief  story  simply,  with  unconscious 
dignity,  clearly  unaware  that  many  weeks  of  almost 
hourly  nursing  of  a  sick  neighbour  counted  at  all  for 
righteousness  in  her  own  case. 

"  I'd  like  to  see  Nelly  come  to  the  funeral,  sir,  if  youll 
send  her,"  she  sakl.  "She  ought  to  let  the  neighbours 
see  her  show  respeck.  The  Alley  wUl  have  black  tie- 
ups  on  the  donkeys'  ears,  and  wreaths  in  glass  shades 
in  all  the  windows.  If  U  be  a  big  funeral,  with  two  fine 
coaches  and  ^en  with  long  hat-tails." 

«  WiU  it?"  he  said,  knitting  his  twisty  brows  at  the 
idea.    "Who  will  pay  for  it?" 

-The  money  is  here,"  she  said  proudly,  bringing 
several  small  soiled  paper  packets  out  of  her  pocket, 
counting  them,  and  laying  them  in  a  row  on  her  hand. 
Various  legends  were  scribbled  on  these  in  pencil,  one 
"For  sheets,  from  N.,"  and  -For  food,  from  N.,"  and 
finaUy  "For  rent,  from  N."  He  looked  at  them  in 
wonder. 

"Thcte  represent  some  pounds,"  she  said.  «  They're 
the  bits  of  money  Nelly  brought  here  from  time  to 
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^M '"""i?  .r*  t'."P'"8  "P  »•»  Alley  after  d«k.  I 
SLS  If  the  thing,  i,  „y,  on  H  but  I  ««|d  no^ 
«pe^«chnoni,y  on,  dying  m.n.    It  wm  not  St. ,2 

itn^nL/ '  **  ''°"  f"  *«•  Pri*.  not  W,.    H.  I«' 

Majoraon  went  back  to  Litany  Lane  a  Utrt*.  .».v,-j 

jmd  self  reproachful  that  he  had^uSjSN%!lyt  W 

ing  man,  who  now  lay  at  peace. 

her^^  tlS!"^!*^^  ^';**''^~^  «=*»<«'«««»  he  found 
fZiT^  '    *^  ^i^  '"  '^'^^t  °f  a  wooden  loom,  per- 

making.    This  had  become  her  daily  task  m  Iw  ,*  ik- 

hS'^^r'-S^n,''^"^  -uth^iu'^p/iln^f 
foTtE^  Sf    ^*»«f  ^-dwayners'  shop  found  a  fair  sale 

att.?^!7  '^*'*  "  ^^^  "o  "o«  beautiful 

^^i„rT"'  *^^*  harp-playing,  than  kx>m. 
^!21j^^^-  ?f  "**^*=^  »'  ''°'  the  Hrst  time  as  his 
jy«  lighted  on  this  exponent  of  it  The  low-^ted 
^1*.  the  raised  arms,  the  thrown-back  h^  «d^^ 
2«  ;ntent  gravity  of  the  eyes  and  pursing  of^  C 

coteurs  and  fluffy  threads,  the  whole  enhanced  bi  tt« 
curious  nameless  charm  that  attache*  ^rT..!!  ^. 
industiy-NeUy  gave  Se^!^  !fr  i.^  *^°*'***"* 
M  «h#.  f..«!Iru  u  ?!  *™^  °^  *  shadowed  fresco 
M  she  turned  her  head  from  such  a  task  and  looked 
seriously  up  at  him.  ~*~ 

JS!  '^^^  l"^^^  **^^"  »*  *>«.  ««n>rised  at  this 
tottdi  of  personal  grace,  after  the  foUy  in  the  ^oo  ! 

Z^^'^u'^'i  Then  he  called  sL^rKate^e 
andtoW  her  what  he  had  come  to  impart  The  sS^ 
hea«i  him.  and  then  withdrew  to  a  cSner  of  Ae  iJ^ 

lit 


LITANY  LANE 

ceUed  room,  and  he  went  up  to  Nelly,  who  had  risen 
»  wly  to  show  respect  for  him,  and  took  her  hands  for 
the  first  time  and  told  her  of  her  loss. 

Perhaps  he  studied  her  a  little  curiously  as  well  as 
with  sympathy,  for  he  continued  to  hold  her  hands  and 
regard  her  eyes  after  he  had  spoken.  He  saw  them  fill 
slowly  with  tears,  saw  her  shake  her  head  to  and  fro, 
then,  the  tears  being  too  slight  to  fall,  she  remained  so, 
looking  back  at  him  while  over  her  face  spread  that 
faint  look  of  puzzle  which  had  cavght  him  at  first  sight 
of  her.  It  made  her  blink  her  wet  lashes  and  pout 
a  little,  but  it  went  no  further. 

He  left  her  with  the  sister,  sUnding  biting  a  bit  of 
the  carpet  wool  with  knitted  brows,  whilst  her  com- 
panion rolled  up  the  tags  and  bits  of  work,  preparatory 
to  freeing  her  from  all  tasks  at  such  a  solemn  time. 
He  felt  almost  certain,  however,  that  she  did  not  think 
it  was  a  solemn  time.  As  he  shut  the  door  he  heaid 
her  say — 

"Where  on  earth  shall  I  get  a  bit  of  mourning  to 
wear?  There's  only  my  black  blouse,  but  the  skirt's 
pty,  and  my  haf  s  violet  That's  the  worst  of  respect 
—It  does  cost  money." 

What  a  creature  I  Terry  Alders  was  right,  a  jnarion- 
ette,  a  marionette.  A  thing  worked  by  the  chxkwork 
of  its  imiUtiveness,  capable  to  some  extent  of  doing 
what  It  was  taught,  but  calmly,  without  aspiration,  with- 
out struggle,  without  desire  beyond  its  own  immediate 
wants  and  vanities.  And  yet  he  remembered  those 
dirty  bits  of  paper  in  Maggie  Higgler's  hand.  They 
must  represent  something,  as  the  knitted  puzzle  brow 
must  represent  something,  as  the  transcendent  art  of 
the  dancing  must 

So  NeUy  went  to  the  funeral  at  Abney  Park  Cemetery 
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money.  He  had  asked  the  wife  of  one  of  the  aniiUnt 
ctergy  to  give  her  kindly  a«i.tance  in  choT^T^^ 
the  result  was  that  a  St  Paul's  Churchyard  e2d  y^^ 

^n  ISn^l  *^^r  *^"  "^  »»d  WtliTo'Te! 
w«t  in  state  to  the  solemn  oigies  of  Cat  and  Mutton 
AUey.  canying  a  wieath  of  violets  In  her  hand. 
w.iiTn^'"  »»«••  BO.  •»  she  had  to  pass  his  study  window, 
indeed  raUier  obviously  acting  a  young  lady  at  a 

•totely  air  ard  manner  of  sumptuous  melancholy  ^ 
P«;^«c  supporting  by  boA  hands  oTi^^'J^ 

^t  Zf  U^am^  "***»"  of  the  same  cS^ 
bought  out  of  her  owh'  trifling  earnings. 

helDL'^hi'^K*".^?^?  «^  '°  •  P«^<«  «»t  this 
hS^SL  il^u****^**  "^  *~*  *»^  '^^  «^^  »to  which  it 
^v£Sr'^J?*^.'^*****'«'"«*>rtaI.tiength. 

.  ^^^^!^^  '~"  "^^  ^<»y  '^ow  he  caught 
o'fS^  L^:*?'*  ^.?  flying  past  to  tS  S! 
S^Sa^iL^  Varklwg  under  an  umbrella  in 
«LuS.Sl^  ^«^  '^**  •"**  "^'  or  ab«,rbed  ami 
SS  S^  !  SP"^.  over  a  sUve  of  something  leiuS 
^^^ri**:;'''  ^'^^y^  unconsciouTrf  «^ 

S^^T^*-    ^^  r"  ^  «^y  *«  working  mini 
n«j^  to  Terry's  masterly  te«:hing  ?  ^ 

h^r.^^  Cord  wayner-s  strong,  nervous,  sinewy 
nands  someUmes  cling,  brown  and  eager  a  second  Z 
two  kmger  over  the  altar  lace,  his  bow^^  ;:^^t:: 
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tween  hb  knees  after  the  benediction,  under  the  flicker 
of  candle-light  They  dM  not  know  that  this  was  a 
passionate  extra  petition  lor  a  soul,  a  soul  to  be  bom  to 
a  thing  that  the  evil  lust  of  men  had  crushed  out  of  its 
right  to  birth. 

Here  in  the  silence,  in  the  gutter  of  candles  and  the 
odour  of  stale  incense,  he  fought  out  the  battle  against 
the  men  of  whom  his  kinsman  Nigel  Finroy  was  a 
type,  the  war  of  the  seraphim  against  the  hideous 
army  of  levity  and  sensualism  and  self.  Beat  it  out, 
struggled  it  out  in  the  bloody  warfare  of  prayer.  He 
^  got  into  grips  with  Nigel  over  this,  and  though 
Nigel  knew  nothing  and  cared  less  of  what  went  on 
here,  he  fought  him,  nevertheless,  as  only  men  fight 
who  have  the  legions  of  the  unseen  at  their  call  and 
Older.    And  he  meant  to  triumph. 


in 


CHAPTER  X 

Mma/»it$tmtm,  www    wktttmr  tk«  issm  ! 
Ntmjmn  mgrmmUM  tki  t^psmdMitn, 

Bkowmimo. 

A  CERTAIN  picture  by  a  certain  Mr.  Poraon  was 
centraliting  itself  at  a  show  at  the  New  Gallery. 
People  talked  of  nothing  else  except  their  own  smart 
illnesses  and  each  other's  furs  and  scandals.  And  the 
picture  by  the  otherwise  unknown  Mr.  Porson  suggested 
so  many  of  the  latter,  and  set  in  train  such  a  volley  of 
surmise,  that  it  had  captured  the  pubUc  entirely,  to  the 
fad^ation  of  the  real  artists,  and  the  almost  death  by 
breathless  supercUrousness  of  the  artistic  cUque.  which 
is  rather  another  matter. 

Everybody  wore  lumpy,  prehistoric  jeweUery  in 
honour  of  the  occasion,  even  the  otherwise  dainty,  as 
you  must  be  picturesque  at  a  picture-show,  and  the  scent 
and  the  staffiness  and  the  noise  were  overwhebning. 
Peyle  trod  on  earJi  other's  frocks  to  get  to  Mr.  Porson's 
picture  m  the  long  room,  but  Mrs.  Alec  Gates,  strange 

il^'  '?•  "***  *"  ^  **"«^  °f  ^^  cnwh.  but  stood 
fluttering  by  a  large  picture,  talking  to  the  head  of  the 
outraged  artistic  clique,  namely,  Brother  Jal6n's  « Ipecac- 
uanah,"  of  the  sliding  hat  and  ideals.  ^^ 
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"So  lovely  I"  murmured  Mrs.  Catet,  eagerly  fanning 
herself  and  looking  rapturously  at  the  picture  with  all 
but  her  eyes,  which  shot  about  from  side  to  side  very 
busily  over  the  fan-top.  It  is  quite  possible  for  such  a 
woman  to  look  rapturous  in  her  attitude,  her  manner, 
and  even  her  hat,  and  yet  to  keep  her  eyes  briskly  free 
for  criticism. 

"  You  really  do  feel  it  ?  "  said  the  artist 

"  I  feel  it  most  intensely,"  said  Mrs.  Gates,  who  cer- 
tainly  did  not  see  it,  fanning  vigorously  and  studying 
the  smart  crowd  with  a  growing  eagerness  of  eye. 

"ItisanaspectofdearScholasticah.  Just  an  aspect," 
said  the  artist,  sighing  as  she  rolled  her  eyes  to  its 
splendours. 

"  Just,"  said  Mrs.  Gates  cheerfully. 

"  She  has  so  many,"  said  the  painter,  and  her  hat  slid 
back  with  a  flop  of  emotion. 

«  Doxens,'!  said  Mrs.  Gates,  her  eyes  on  the  far  door 
that  opens  into  the  gallery  lounge,  and  vaguely  lecol. 
lecting  that  the  varying  degrees  of  these  had  caused  her 
to  write  down  the  words  "doubtful  and  tiresome" 
aj[ainst  that  very  lady's  name  on  her  own  dinner  invita- 
tion list 

The  portrait  of  Scholastica  was  certainly  more 
impressionistic  than  becoming.  It  was  the  kind  of 
portrait  that  made  you  long  to  be  a  provincial  mayoress 
in  a  yellow  satin  frock,  shoehomed  on  to  you,  with 
frii^-netted  hair  and  fat  diamonds.  It  drove  anyone 
to  that    It  was  so  intense. 

Reddish  finge*'-joints  9nd  an  angular  clavicle  starting 
(Mit  of  a  cloud  oi  mole-  >ioured  diiflTon,  cmnpleted  by  a 
grin  of  agony,  three  green  poppies,  and  a  blink.  Other- 
wise poor  Scholastica  appeared  to  be  a  maze  of  nebu- 
losity, which  was  partly  her  clothes,  and  partly  her  hair, 
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•nd  pwtly  ft  finthay  (Mckground  against  which  she 
was  made  to  yeam  speechlessly. 

But  the  eyes  of  Mrs.  Gates  were  yearning  for  but  one 
^t— a  particular  set  of  chinchillas.  Suddenly  the 
•flvery  beauties  of  these,  set  oflT  by  violets,  dawned  on 
ner  longing  gaze,  and  everything  else  wu  forgotten. 

-  Lady  Phillippa  f "  she  ejaculated. 

"  Did  you  conM  here  to  look  at  her?"  said  Ipecacuanah 
rather  sourly. 

*  I  intended  to  see  her  if  I  could,  of  course,"  said  Mrs. 
Gates  cautiously,  not  knowing  yet  whether  she  was  for- 
pven.  "  Mr.  Porson's  pfeture  made  such  a  good  oppor- 
tunity." .      *^*^ 

-I  should  have  thought  that  wouM  have  kept  her 

r''*r_,"!4  'P«*«»*n«*.  inking  her  hat  again  on  to  a 
level  with  her  head. 

"But  that  b  why  she  has  come,"  said  Mrs.  Gates, still 

watching  the  progress  of  the  chinchillas  through  the 

crush.    -  When  people  think  you  won't  come  they  know 

you  irtU  come,"  she  added  lucidly.    -  You  see,  she  knew 

they  thought  she  wouWn't,  so  she  wouW.  Even  I  guessed 
that  would  be  sa" 

Poor  Ipecacuanah,  who  worshipped  at  the  shrine  of 
untoammeiled  -Natchah,"  here  became  puzzled  and 
rdtectivei  *nd  put  her  chin  to  her  hand  so  often  that 
her  haf  s  pace  up  and  down  her  head  increased  to  that 
of  a  miniature  switchback. 

But  Mrs.  Gates  basely  desertKl  the  "aspect  of 
Sch<rfa8tica,-  and  followed  Lady  Philhppa.  doggmg 
hor  from  ^cture  to  picture,  till  the  great  stage  in 

A    2***"       **  *"  ****  ^"*^  expected  was  reached. 
At  the  &r  end  of  the  long  iDom  to  the  right  of  the 

entrance  was  a  full-length  picture-Mr.  Porson's-named 
simply  fai  the  catalogue  *  Portrait  of  a  Gentleman." 
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He  wore  eithei  the  dress  of  a  dandy  of  Lord  Mel- 
bourne's prime  and  day,  or  else  modem  mourning 
garments— the  thing  was  so  deep  in  its  own  shadows, 
and  so  cleverly  managed  as  to  the  efTacement  of  be- 
traying detail,  that  it  was  hard  to  say  quite  which. 
One  hand  was  hidden  in  the  full  breast  of  the  coat  as 
in  the  old  grandiloquent  fashion,  and  the  model,  being 
a  fiiir  man,  confused  of  complexion,  with  a  frowst  and 
a  mrvtusi  nose,  the  assumption  that  it  was  intended 
for  William  Pitt  easily  passed  muster. 

But  there  were  three  difficulties  to  this— the  height, 
which  was  wrong,  Pitt  being  a  tall  man  and  this  a 
glorified  middle  height ;  the  weakneu  of  the  mouth  and 
the  hysterical  puff  of  the  upper  lip ;  and  last  of  aU  an 
qreglass  held  out  in  the  right  hand,  which  upon  very 
close  inspection  turned  out  to  be,  not  an  eyeglass,  but 
an  oval  mlniatuite  case,  in  which— and  heie  came  the 
point— was  the  head  of  a  woman,  imrmdmm^. 

The  whole  thing  was  theatrical  and  nonsensical  to  a 
degree.  It  was  the  sort  of  thing  Byron  would  have 
rejoiced  in.  Even  the  crionr  of  the  woman's  hair  was 
casefully  slurred  by  the  general  lihadows  of  the  picture, 
and  it  took  actually  a  magnifying  glass  to  see  its  outline' 
and  character  with  any  certainty  or  deamess— just  a 
beautifiil  averted  bead,  easOy  convertible  to  that  of  any 
woman. 

But  it  was,  of  course,  the  veiy  thing  for  such  a  crowd's 
delight  The  name  of  Sir  Nigel  Finroy  was  being 
bandied  about  and  the  Pitt  stoiy  used  as  a  blind. 
It  was  well  known  he  affected  to  copy  Pitt,  and  the 
head  of  the  woman  turned  away  fixed  this  guess 
under  the  circumstances  into  a  lively  possibility  of  a 
problem  of  the  sort  adored  by  such  a  crowd.  Was  it  Sir 
Nigel?    And  wtva  wai  the  woman ? 
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.uir*^  fhfllippa  was  not  long  enough  over  the  side 
pictures  to  give  her  enemies  and  audience  a  chance  to 
say  that  she  knetr  it  was  there.  She  hit  off  her  pauses 
to  a  nicety,  came  up  easily,  stood  in  front  of  the  portrait 
fair  and  square ;  surveyed  it  critically  through  hS^gUus.' 
read  the  name  carelessly  and  referred  lightly  to  liw 
Progiamme^  and  passed  on  her  Icftily  unconcerned  way. 

fK.  M  ^^^I^P^P**"  ''***  ™"K  ^'*  innuendoes  as  to 
the  Identity  of  this  ver>  work-this  was  the  second  day 
of  the  view-and  Mrs.  Cates's.  "They  thought  sl» 
wouldn  t,  so  she  would,"  was  the  real  truth  about  her  in 
Its  relation. 

S*«  did  it  wonderfully  and  she  won  in  the  silent 
battle  of  wits,  but  nevertheless  her  hands  were  trembling 
ij«h  anger,  and  she  was  almost  choking  to  get  out  of 
the  roeering,  staring  place.  The  moment  was  Mrs. 
v-ates^s  own. 

-  Lady  Phillippa  Finroy,  have  you  seen  the  new  Tapa- 

nese  picture?    How  do  you  do?    Mrs.  Gates,  don't 

you  remember?    You  must  pardon  me,  but^  tove 

metlnaway.    The  dear  Princess— -•  '^  ~v« 

-Oh  y^*  said  PhflHpp..    «i  do  remember.    The 

"S!?"  «!f*P™**  Howd'yedo?  What  pictures?" 

crowd  was  fetching  her  every  lip  motion  to  trace  the 

as  well  as  if  it  had  challenged  her. 

*tl  IJ  ^  "*^ V'*t"-«>lour  comer  of  the  lounge  I "  said 

Ae  fawning  lady  delightedly.    «May  I  show  ti«m  to 

IT  .w?^"!u^"°'''  ^^  P^«^  marvellous  you 
ctev^r"  *^  Japanese!    So  wonderful!    So 

In  the  hour  of  her  triumph  the  litUe  lady  echoed  the 
Princess  s  own  words  mechanically,  and  with  a  sort  of 
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InwMd  rfirug  PhiUippa  followed  her  eager  little  fimwl 

and  shock  *  ^**""^*'  *"  **»««'•  weariness 

a  I^T'^^T  °^  **' '  '^^^  ^  *ould  dare  to  hare 
a  woman's  head  put  there,  turned  awavl  wwk  •! 
was  intended  for  herself  or  Zt^  *  V  ^'***«"  " 
same  the  sicItI«ln»^IL!..  '  **  '"'"'*  remained  the 
wnw  ine  sickening  impertmence  and  publicity  of  it 

the  water-colours.     Furv  had  fM^^w  ^^^ 

possfbOities.  ^*   "*'  "  ^^^ 

only  o«e  know,  how  dmujfiu  genlu;  L  ,^^S^' 
«W«««tJ.  H»»e  quite. .^"rfiSw^ 
<i«y-»o  utistkl    We  eive  llttk  m.^ri~r^      .      *"■ 

oL^tr^l^J"?'  l*««"e  one.  Of  M^ 

'  "™     "T  tBe  by,  do  you  ever  want  to  ketr 
"7 
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of  new  performing  people?    I  have  beard  of— I  know 
somethii^— of  a  rather  extraordinarily  gifted  creature." 

"  Oh,  dear  Lady  Phillippa,  of  course  I  do.  Someone 
you  know  ?    Anyone  who " 

"  Who  she  is  remains  a  mystery,"  said  Phillippa,  her 
slow,  distant  accents  fraught  with  meaning.  <'And 
must  remain  one.  But  she  is  being  Uught  by  a  friend 
of  mine,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  he  is  a  person  who 
has  a  genius  for  discovering  genius." 

Mrs.  Gates  was  overjoyed  at  this  mark  of  confidence 
and  friendship.  That  she  might  be  allowed  to  serve 
Lady  Phillippa,  who  in  her  turn  was  a  friend  of  the 
Princess!  How  fortunate  that  she  had  nuule  such  a 
clever  guess  about  the  Porson  picture  and  so  secured 
this  wonderfiil  task ) ' 

But  Phillippa  went  back  to  the  house  in  Little 
Wilton  Street  laughing  bitterly  to  herself  She  would 
soon  be  glad  of  such  fri^ds  as  this  ignorant,  cheerfully 
ill-bred  little  plutocrat  The  servant  handed  her  some 
cards  left  by  callers  in  her  absence:  They  were  one 
and  all  from  people  with  doubtful  histories,  women 
of  demi-reputation,  smirched  this  way  and  that,  and 
one  from  a  woman,  certainly  of  as  good  birth  as  her 
own,  but  openly  suspected  of  blackmail  as  a  little 
home  im^ession.      She  threw  them  down  angrily. 

"Wretched  ghouls!"  she  said.  "Because  I  could 
not  live  with  evU  myself,  I  am  henceforth  to  be  ranked 
with  the  shunned  and  the  shady  I  It  is  not  a  law  Uut 
makes  the  innocent  suffer  with  the  guilty— it  is  a 
mockery.  I  will  not  rank  myself  with  those  women  i 
At  least  I  can  keep  away  from  everybody,  shut  myself 
up  like  a  penitent  for  a  crime  I  have  not  committed." 

Sae  threw  the  cards  into  the  fiie,  and  tried  to  f<Mrget 
the  significance  of  the  incident     She  went  out  aod 
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dined  by  invitation  with  some  old  friends  at  a 
resUurant,  a  theatre  dinner,  and  laughed  and  talked 
vey  oudly  and  very  bitterly.  TSese  very  friends 
had  always  hitherto  asked  her  to  their  house.  Now 
fbey  could  not,  for  reasons  patent  They  could  not 
reckon  on  who  would  resent  meeting  her. 

After  the  play  she  came  home  again  and  stood 
before  the  low  fire  in  her  own  special  little  boudoir- 
sanctum,  leaning  her  head  on  her  hand  and  looking 
long  mto  Its  ashy  depths. 

It  was  a  quaint  room,  small,  and  crowded  with 
trophies  of  the  East,  queer  metallic  figures,  and  dim- 
toned  worked  panels  of  curious  symbolism. 

iLri!L°u"l,~™*''  "^^^  *  ^^P  "•<*«'  P»in*ed  a  deep 
Moorish  blue,  containing  an  ivory  figure  of  Lao  Tzu 

mth  a  silver  lamp  burning  before  it;  and  in  another 

the  strange  face  of  a  Mahatma,  life-size.  in  inlaid 

S*^i4ife"  ^^  ^^'^'^  "^^  *  ^^^  «^~* 

A  low  carved  bookshelf  was  filled  with  precious  little 

^Tf;  °/,^"*5"  ^°«'  ^  nullifying  philosophies 
and  delicately  perfected  despairs  that  chJm  the  rebel 
passions  into  forgetfulness  of  consdence.  This  was  her 
inmost  shnne. 

hJlItf  "!.*?.^.  "^y  half  forgiven."  she  said  dully  to 
herseIC  ••  It  is  only  we  who  suffer  shame-the  rest 
of  us,  who  mostly  are  not  to  blame.     Already  the 

n^J^K^^J"^  ^  ^'^-  He  has  dared  Hand 
Uujghed  back  at  it,  and,  for  a  man,  that  is  enough 
That  picture  is  a  popular  trick,  but  it  is  clever,  and 
wui  get  him  supporters,  as  the  world  wags  to-day  I  It 
is  the  questkm  in  it  that  will  appeal  I" 

She  moved  suddenly  to  a  winged  wall-mirrw,  and 
taking  a  hand-glass  in  her  hand  studied  the  Effect 
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of  her  own  head  and  neck  turned  away.  Her 
raitaurant  dtoner  dress  had  a  plain  fichu  arrangement 
which  brought  out  the  exquisite  curve  of  her  shoulder 
making  it  almost  identical  with  that  of  the  pictured 
woman  m  the  miniature,  and  the  slender  turn  of  her 
neck  was  the  same.  But  she  thought  that  the  outline 
of  her  cheek  was  a  smoother  oval,  even  when  averted, 
than  that  of  the  picture.  As  she  recollected  it,  and 
she  did  recollect  it  very  distinctly  for  all  her  acted 
indifference,  the  face  had  shown  a  sharper  definition 
of  chwk-bone  and  a  more  clearly  defined  point  of  chin 
tban  hers. 

The  colour  of  the  hair  had  told  her  nothing.  Her 
own  sweep  of  bronze  locks  shaded  to  dark,  almost 
cnmsony  browns,  or  burnt  to  red-golds  in  different 
effects  of  light,  and  the  picture  had  been  very  dark,  and 
tte  woman's  hair  in  deep  shadow.  She  remembered 
Maudie  Bathshaw's  blatant  henna  dye  and  laughed 
shortly  By  no  stretch  of  imagination  could  such  a 
flaming  colour  ever  tone  itself  to  deep  chestnut,  as  in 
the  portrait,  even  by  an  artist's  flattery. 

Suddenly  she  bid  down  the  hand-glass  and  reflected 
deeply.    There  was  another  possibility. 

Ugh  1  Why  did  she  care?  Did  she  not  hate 
him  as  bitterly  as  any  man  could  be  hated?  Then 
why? 

She  did  not  realize  that  hurt  vanity  may  be  an  agony 

!LlSr!w  *K  ''^^  "  t*^''*"  ^^^  She  did  not 
realize  that  she  was  suffering  a  feverish  martyrdom 
from  that  alone.  Like  most  of  us,  she  was  fully 
!!?r"^  .''L^  lofty  nature  of  her  own  suffer- 
ings. That  they  could  be  infinitely  mean  she  never 
dreamed. 

Her  gods  here  feUed  her  desperately.    The  Fatalism 
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that  she  loved  had  nothing  to  offer  in  such  a  crisis 
though  hitherto  it  had  helped  her  to  bear  social  insult 
and  degradation  in  a  stately  sUence.  All  the  philoao- 
phies  that  she  clung  to  were  based  on  the  assumption 
of  the  clear  righteousness  of  the  disciple.  Not  one 
stooped  to  hiu  sin  and  weakness. 

The  beautiful  ivory  Lao  Tzu,  on  his  white  antelope, 
glimmered  in  his  shaded  blue  niche  and  seemed  to 
tremble,  delicate  and  half  opaque  in  tiie  flickering  light 
of  tiie  littie  silver  lamp  swaying  before  him,  yet  of  all 
tiie  grand,  vague  sayings  of  tiiat  holy  Chinaman  there 
was  notiiing  to  apply  to  tiie  tumult  of  an  angry  woman's 
heart  A  little  carved  Buddha  on  a  pedestal  behind 
her  held  up  its  beautiful,  strange,  still  face,  full  of  futurity 
and  selflessness,  but  brought  no  tangible  force  in  its 
hand  to  combat  the  raging  of  a  miserable  soul.  All 
her  splendid  sages,  her  quaintiy  pictured  Zoroaster,  her 
dreamy  Mahomet,  her  grave  Confucius,  her  great  end 
noble  men  of  oU  time  counseUed  a  dim  and  beauti- 
fully soporific  resignation,  preferably  witty  in  expres- 
sion, demoniacally  cruel.  Vast  negations  to  a  wUd 
heart  furious  for  action,  to  wUd,  hot  blood  racing  to  be 
doing.    Stones  for  bread. 

Suddenly  she  rose  out  of  her  musings  and  went  to  a 
little  inlaid  desk  and  wrote  a  note  to  Teny  Alders,  a 
trifle  bantering  in  tone. 

"How  does  'La  Ndlguin,'  as  de  Gramont  called  tiie 
little  person's  prototype?"  she  asked  in  it  -Is  her 
polite  education  finished  ?  I  can  give  you  an  introduc- 
tion to  a  champion  big-game  hunter,  who  is  dying  to  do 
aU  the  work  of  impresario  for  notiiing,  if  you  wish,  and 
who  could  dance  a  person  of  average  talent  into  tiie  Ug 
arena  of  moneyed  noodleism  which  tiie  Unionist  papers 
believe  to  be  society.    And,  after  aU,  tiut  is  aU  tiiat 
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^S."**"'  *"    '^^  «~  when  you  wish  .  woid 

»h.^'^^^^*^7!**^"  ''  *^  »*"*  ^'  off  »»»e  wished 

wl^       !^^  •"***'**'  '""&  *^»  »«»e  n»«*nt  to 
"«ne  and  see  fw  herself. 
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*' My  Ctd,  whai  is  a  ktart, 

7^4U7^omiuttjrtitnimd^aec, 
PMtrittgtifom  it  oU  Thy  art, 
AstfThmhmdittmighteU$tod»« 

Gborob  Hubekt. 

THE  door  flew  open,  there  was  a  flash  of  white, 
a  whirl  of  black,  and  against  it  leaned  a  slim, 
soft  shape,  panting  hard,  and  flashing  angry  bright  -.ves 
out  of  a  tangled  sweep  of  hair. 

-I  protest,  myself!"  it  said  vfolently.  «Do  people 
only  belong  to  churches  to  forbid  other  people  to  do 
things?  In  a  hat  like  a  cruiser, and  feet  like  railway 
signals  turned  upside  down,  and  the  nose  of  a  batter- 
ing-ram. To  be  allowed  to  interfere  with  me!  Is  it 
fair?" 

Two  Brothers,  tall  Dan  Lamaker,  priest,  and  little 
Barney  Jalfin,  master  of  acolytes  and  lay  sacristan, 
stood  iiide  by  side  gazing  in  astonishment. 

The  whirled  entrance  of  the  breathless  thing,  which 
they  now  perceived  to  be  a  girl,  had  broken  aU  their 
records  and  was  dead  against  aU  their  rulei  This  was 
supposed  to  be  sacred  ground  How  dare  she  enter 
upon  it  ?    Astonishment  robbed  them  of  speech. 

It  was  a  spring  evening,  in  the  early  chill  of  the 
season.  The  harsh  silver-gokl  rays  of  its  ftding  sun- 
shine pierced  through  the  sombraness  of  a  h^h-phuxd 
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leaded  window  in  the  stone  wall,  slanted  down  sharply. 
Md  then  caught  the  burning  warmth  of  beaten  copper, 
the  blue  gleaming  of  enamel  mosaics,  and  the  geranium 
glow  of  a  panel  of  St.  Charles  Borromeo  in  his  car- 
dinal's  dress.  Otherwise  meUow  brown  shadows,  and  the 
innumerable  blacks  of  carved  wood  figures,  the  metaUic 
deeps  of  bronze  lamps,  the  dim  purples  of  church 
hangings  disposed  about  the  place  made  it  seem  as 
mysterious  as  an  Aladdin's  cave.  Here  also  the 
treasure,  such  as  it  was,  was  as  carelessly  heaped,  and 
very  little  floor  space  was  left  for  the  standing  of  the 
mere  human,  much  less  the  upsetting  female. 

There  were  two  dpors  to  the  shop :  one  the  business 
door,  opening  into  Litany  Lane  in  the  heart  of  the 
City's  rush;  the  other,  at  the  back,  through  a  passage 
mto  the  classrooms  of  the  school-house. 

By  the  latter  entrance  no  one  not  a  vowed  Cord- 
wyner  had  ever  so  much  as  dared  to  enter  the  sacred 
shop  of  images,  yet  now  the  record  was  broken  by  a 
grll    And  that  a  talking  one!    For  it  was  the  litUe 
East  Ender.  though  they  hardly  knew  her  for  the  same. 
Nelly,  the  penitent,  in  the  new  dignity  of  a  black  dress, 
quite  long,  and  very  high  at  the  throat,  seemed  taller, 
I»ler,  and  more  commanding  than  the  half-child  that 
they  had  seen  occasionally  about  the  place  for  three 
months  now,  in  charge  of  the  sisters  and  school-mis- 
tresses.     Nelly,  the  penitent,  in  a  temper  was  newer 
stUL    A  funny  little  sly,  imitative  monkey  everybody 
knew  she  was,  whose  peaked-up  chin  and  rather  puzzled 
expression  struck  her  face  out  clear  in  the  memory, 
showing  out  from   the  blurred  commonplaceness  of 
faces  of  workers  and  school  -  children  and  guild,  girls 
at  various  meetings  and  weeknight  services.    But  that 
was  all.     But  here  you  had  an  angry  young  la^, 
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demanding  redress  for  something  mysterious,  and  that 
in  heat  and  hurry. 

"Well,  whose  hat?  What  nose?"  at  last  said  Dan 
Lamaker  slowly. 

"  Interfering  what  with  ?  "  said  Jalfin. 

"  Me.  When  I  learn  to  dance  and  do  imitations  with 
Mr.  Alders,"  she  replied.  "Out  there,  back  in  the 
schoolroom.  Dreadfully  awkward  it  is,  you  know. 
Brothers.  In  a  forest  of  forms  and  Ink-pots.  Not  a 
B  flat  to  the  piano,  and  a  floQr  like  a  nutmeg->grater  I 
But  I  do  Nelly  Gvrynnc  crying  oranges,  and  French 
b^fgars  on  the  pier,  and  Mrs.  Maud  Bathshaw  scolding 
vou,  and  a  coster  selling  rabbit-skins,  and  Sister,  and 
Laura  on  the  kerb,  and  you,  and  Brother  Stephen,  and 
you "  nodding  at  Brother  Jalfin,  "and  Mr.  Major- 
son " 

-  What  ?  "  said  Lamaker.    "  Do  us  ?  " 

•*  Yes.  Act  you,  I  mean.  It's  quite  easy,  and  nobody 
minds.  I  do  Mr.  Alders,  and  he  doesn't  mind.  He 
only  laughs.  I  do  everyone  as  animals  or  turds,  with 
the  proper  noises  thrown  in.  Sort  of  parlour  tricks, 
you  know." 

"Cool  tricks,"  said  Lamaker,  surveying  the  black- 
dad  young  lady  with  his  arms  akimbo,  from  his  lanky 
height    "  Did  Alders  teach  them  to  you  ?  " 

"Oh  na  I  invented  them  alL  He  only  made  up 
the  tunes  to  go  with  them." 

"Tunes— how?" 

"  Oh,  you  see  I  dance  while  I  imitate.  The  dance 
has  to  be  made  up  to  suit  the  person's  whole  style. 
For  instance,  jfou  I  do  with  a  very  long  skip  and  a 
jump  with  my  head  going  first— don't  you  see?  I  do 
you  as  a  kangaroa    It's  rather  new." 

"  I  hope  it  is,  really,"  said  the  amazed  Dan,  rubbing 
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Wf  cUn.    His  long  stride,  with  •  sort  of  Jump  i„  |t 
^  n<rt  wiAout  f«nc.  and  what  Ndly  adj  Jt^h^ 

&  rl    rj. '^^*  *""*  *»«»-<»  ^f  buttingS. 
mh«-  pear-shaped  head.  a.  though  to  propel  hliself 

S^«J"?Ji-  I*  :^  •  trait  he  had  h^  of  tefSe 
Jr  i?n  r  C**^'^*y»«'-.  »>"t  the  fact  that  it  J^ 
now  being  done  to  music  by  a  grownmp  and  rather 
g«ceful  person  in  a  hlaclc  frock,  with  a  wave  of  soft 
mJT  "^  "'"'"^  *"""«"»  eyes,  maj:  2  S 

usr^as^^*'*^'*'"''"  ^"^  ^'^'^  you  act -all  of 
"No,  but  you  see  he'll  know  now.    Thafs  just  it 
You  see  the  cat  is  gbing  to  tell  him-thaV  L  why  I 
have  run  here.    I  was  so  furious,  I  couldn't  sUy.  TL 
j«  ashamed  of  such  a  scene  in  front  of  the  beau^ 

Brother  Jalfin  rammed  his  thumbs  into  his  cassock 

cord  and  peeped  up  under  his  bushy  brows.        ^^ 

You  are  more  incoherent  than  even  your  sex  de- 

Now  tell  us  first  who  is  the-grimalkin?" 

Cant  you  guess,  Brother?"     She   laughed   with 
despauing  brows  and  shook  her  head 
^^Suppose  I  can.     And  who  then  is  the  beautiful 

Brother  Terry's,  who  came  rustling  in,  dressed  beautf- 
fialJy.  and  wanted  to  see  me  act  and  sing     She^l 

w!^     f.  ^T^y^  ~"*'  '°  *»»e  l««ons  and  knits. 
When  suddenly  there  was  a  raid-without  an^"^ 

~wJf*?1?'    I've  left  them  all  fighting  it  o^~"* 
Brother  Jalfin  nibbed  his  chin  ^  !<;ked  round. 
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*  That*!  Interesting.  I'd  lock  the  door  to  keep  them  out 
of  here,  but  you  being  here  makes  that  imim>per.  And 
I  can't  turn  you  out  into  the  street  by  the  outer  door, 
you  black  witch,  or  I  might  incur  the  wrath  of  the  police- 
station.  I  suppose  your  chaperon,  Sister  Kate,  will  be 
coming  after  you  shortly?  It's  devoutly  to  be  hoped 
so." 

"  I  suppose  she  will.  They're  all  talking  hard.  But 
Sister  doesn't  care.  She's  just  doing  like  this."  She 
sat  down  promptly  on  an  oak  stool  that  she  pulled  out 
from  the  side,  took  an  attitude  and  cast  her  eyes  down 
upon  some  im^inary  knitting  at  which  she  pretended 
to  work  busily,  pursed  up  her  lips,  and  peeped  out  of 
the  comer  of  her  eyes  several  times ;  shook  her  head, 
and  then,  twinklii^  all  over  indescribably,  said,  "Brother 
Terry,  do  you  think  you  wgkt?  That's  a  dove,"  she 
added,  by  way  of  explanation. 

Lamaker  wheeled  round  on  his  heel  and  sat  down 
suddenly  on  a  table,  his  hands  in  his  cassock  pockets, 
and  chuckled.  The  imitation  was  exact  Sister  Kate's 
voice  was  a  kind  of  high-pitched  contralto,  and  Nelly 
got  its  seductive  roundnesses  to  perfection,  intermingling 
it  with  the  cooing  of  a  dove.  But  Brother  Jalfin  re- 
mained facing  her,  fdding  his  arms,  and  peeping  sternly 
under  the  bush  of  his  brows. 

"  Go  on  then.  Do  the  lot  You  may  as  wdl,  now," 
he  sakl  gruffly,  and  Nelly  proceeded  to  obey,  here  and 
there  emphasizing  her  imitatknis  by  a  trifling  dance  or 
quaint  walk,  and  getting  through  the  performance  at  a 
rapid  pace,  to  the  subdued  titters  of  the  audience.  She 
had  just  got  to  the  very  mkidle  of  Brother  Jalfin,  and 
was  making  him  hop  like  a  little  bird  across  the  shop 
floor, saying  testily,  "Renaissance?  Renaissance?  Give 
me  the  old  masters,  the  deep,  theological,  serious  Cahrin- 
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Wc  old  OthoUc  mMten-^hlpi  chip!"_for  he  wu 
Jjwn  off  M  a  iptrrow— when  a  curiotu  thine  haoDened 

that  the  ahop  door  was  al«>  flung  open  wide. 
a^J^'S^^^'J*?  ^*^ *^« "^"^ Alder,  and  a 
Majon»n  alone.  Terry  hunied  forward.  e«»rting  an 
«ri^u  T  *"  ^»<*"J*».  •'ho.e  face  wa.  .^  in 
TiuT^  ^''"^  ^  "*^  ^^'  when  they  came 
^^^SlJiXr^"*^^^"-  Hestaredath^ilncom. 
;  Lady  PhiUippa  f  he  said,  amazed. 

hot  tl?«    L  ^■^'f  "•"     "«■  «y«  ^*vered  a  little, 
but  the  mockery  durig  round  her  lips  incurably.    "  I  am 

^^m^'   u  '^'f  int««ted  In  Mr.  Alders'  pupil,  and 
came  to  see  her  dance.    Charming.    Quite  a  future  I" 

He  bowed  gravely.    He  was  too  indignantly  «,r. 
PrijBd  to  speak.    Surely  she,  of  all  women,  ought  not 

^^n^.^Jv  ^"  *'  I^"'  ^  <*•*» ««;  know 
tnoUierstoiy.    He  was  sUent  in  angiy  wonder. 

She  held  out  her  hand  to  him:- Good-bye.    I  have 
be«  ""ore  than  amused,"  she  said,  her  voice  shaking 

«1Sl  ^  *"*^";  P***^?^  ^"«**'«"'  °'  '^^  » -^ 
monfar     "**  *      innocent    You  monksTyou 

He  did  not  answer,  and  Terry  hurried  her  out  to  her 
c«rtjge,ey«jthat  cavalier,  for  once  in  his  life,a  little 

i^^^*T°T^-    Was  she.  the  divinity,  grow- 
toghajd  and  vulgar?    When  she  put  out  a  wWte- 

^u  .V"    **>  *»^n»  »^  repeated  her  exdamation, «  You 
monks!    and  he.  like  Majorson,  turned  away  in  silent 

n««ion^e  widied  she  had  not  come.    It  was  bad 
•Mte^  at  best. 
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Bat  back  In  the  iliop  he  forgot  evefything,  for  he 
heerd  a  voice  like  unto  the  KNind  of  the  DungeneM 
pier  dram  when  the  French  frait^boets  get  befogged. 

"  This  it  a  timely  encounter,  Vicar  i "  it  thundered. 

"Very  fortunate,  very  fortunate,"  babbled  a  tOly 
folaetto  in  its  wake. 

"We  really  ought  to  explain.  Vicar,"  said  a  tU.-d 
female  voice,  breathless  with  timkiity,  and  stopped 
short 

"Pray  do  so,  then,"  said  Mr.  Majorson,  standing 
square  in  front  of  the  little  crowd  of  ladies,  his  hands 
behind  him.  "  What  is  the  matter?"  The  Sister  sakl 
nothing,  but  sidled  up  to  Nelly,  and  there  the  two  stood 
at  meek  attention.  One  gazed  on  the  ground  demurely 
and  one  up  at  the  ceiling  defiantly.  Otherwise  they 
appeared  to  be  quite  detached  and  uninterested  in  the 
whole  affair. 

But  Mr.  Lamaker  climbed  down  from  his  Ubte  seat 
and  murmured  an  explanation  to  his  chieC  A  fresh 
attack  interrupted  him. 

"  It  is  my  duty  as  a  Churchwoman,  Mr.  Majorson," 
sakl  the  f(^-hom  lady,  now  getting  herself  forward  in 
the  little  crowd  by  means  of  paddling  her  dhows  with 
the  movement  of  propelling  a  Canadian  canoe,  "to 
protest,  finally,  against  the  quite  extraordinary  affahv, 
called,  I  tiiink.  m$uic  lessons,  that  go  on  here  without — 
I  rincerely  i*^  without— your  knowksdge  I" 

The  hope  seemed  to  be  a  forlorn  one  from  the  tone. 
For  a  second  the  Vicar  stared  at  her  with  sheer  human, 
man4ike  horror  at  her  own  personality  and  appearance^ 
irrespective  of  her  office  as  a  dqwtatiim.  She  was  the 
grand-niece  of  a  long-dead  O^nfal  Birix^,  mhoat 
mantle  of  episcopal  authcnrity  she  was  confident  had 
foUen  upon  hersdC    She  was  a  hard  worker,  and  she 
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shanw?  f!u  k  *  *   -  ^^*^  "^^  principles  from  boat- 

Mud  she  was  a  woman  of  «kji*.        j         ^veiyone 

gently  j^  the  o^S  dUS^wre^  S^^  J^ 

Mr  tr  ^^  '"P"'"'*'^"  ^«  immense!^  ^     ""  ^"^ 

•;  What  is  the  trouble,  Mrs.  Mears?" 
thi.  o^5L?2?^^^' ~*"  *  "«"nde«tanding  Vicar" 

""fcrhfaSt        '^""^  ""^  of  •  MMlonette- 
-  ir?::lf ^rK^-  -VcstU.  o.  the  cum,. 

-rkv-thv  «me  In  to  «e  „,,-.  .i,  ,„„,^^ 
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"And  you,  had  you  duties  in  the  h'ttle  inner  school- 
room?"  His  tone  was  bland,  but  Mrs.  Mears  blushed 
painfully. 

"  I—I  went  in  just  a  moment,  to  speak  to  Sister 
Kate  about  the  Clothing  Club,"  she  replied. 

He  nodded.  He  did  not  want  to  be  hard  on  her. 
She  was  the  wife  of  one  of  his  curates — the  only 
marrkd  one — and  the  post  had  broken  her  spirit  even 
more  terribly  than  it  usually  does.  All  the  indescrib- 
able impertinences  of  a  class  of  curious  ladies  who 
attach  themselves  to  a  bachelor  priest's  church  as 
••  workers  "  fell  to  her  unhappy  share.  She  was  the  butt 
in  a  circle  round  an  unmarried  vicar.  She  had  to 
appear  in  so  many  capacities  as  first  lady  and  yet  not 
as  first  lady,  that  she  was  gradually  becoming  a  bundle 
of  8hilly-shall}rings,  apologies,  and  nerves,  which  would 
eventually  crystallize  into  chronic  temper. 

Miss  Frubbert  cleared  her  throat  like  a  seal  barking. 
She  always  blew  this  preliminary  trumpet  when  she 
was  especially  on  the  warpath. 

"Mr.  Majorson,"  she  said,  elbowing  all  her  neighbours 
in  her  exciteiMnt  and  barking  again,  "this  affafar  has 
reached  a  crisis.  There  is  no  longer  any  doubt  that 
the  girl  Lovekyn  must  enter  our  Rescue  Home  at  once. 
I  have  urged  it  upon  the  Committee,  and  I  shall  insist 
upon  its  being  done  after  this.  She  must  be  taken  into 
our  laundry  and  trained  into  shape.  It  is  my  work  to 
see  to  the  reforming  of  sudi  young  women  in  the 
proper  and  regular  manner.  The  present  arrangement 
is  out  of  tile  question,  out  of  the  question  1  It  is 
highly  improper  that  Lovekjm  should  dance  and  act  in 
front  of  an  audience  of  flashy  women  "—Majorson 
•tared — ^"I  mean  a  flashy  woman,  such  as  I  encountered 
there  tOKky,"  corrected  Miss  Frubbert    Even  she  was 
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JSJe"sSr*l*i!  f  ^*~^^  **»  «d  Mrs.  Momi  or  poor 

STh^drl'   ^;-«'--«'-«'--.Maldcrsis.IsK 

^H^^H^^  *  ^'  *"**  P^P*'"  P«*^°"  *°  t«»"  the  young." 
Hardly,"  murmured  Terry.    "I  see  I  n**wi  f Ju 

in  hapd  myself.    Madam.  S  youJ!l"    ""^^  '*^*"^ 

S^«d„      ^^^^^'^  "  f^JJy  competent    Lady  Phaiippa. 
tte  lady  you  saw  there  to^ay.  is  a  relative  of  my  o^ 

statement  m  his  ow;i  mind.    "Now  I  have  a  o«eJ 
^n  to  ask  you.    How  did  you  W  i^^SeLs'^ 

**  That  is  of  no  consequence." 

"  I  want  to  know." 

"Miss  Finny  was  fully  informed  of  if 

wftat  she  WW  not  fuUy  mformed  of.  She  was  a  little 
mKJty.  beady^ed  person,  with  a  twittering^ii';^: 
hunted  round  for  scandalous  morsels  to  kefp  h<?6^ 
dUe^  M,ss  Fnibbert.  satisfied.  She  now  liLd  oS^ 
Aoddngly  weak  excuse,  and  tittered.  A  balHia^^ 
f  2^"""*  **"•**  ^  ^«  'o  «>ver  all  the  liWc^^ 

^^iTtlT*  ^^"%-^«»»lf  that  she  2Si;^ 
-?2   I  the  name  of  parochial  labours. 

«iW^5!??  J^**''  '  "^  ~y  good-bye  to  aU  of  you.- he 
••id  with  hard  amiability,  and  opentog  the  door^W^ 

M  r.in"^  .  ™^  "•**«  »  ^t  stand  for  victory 
It  i.  beyond  .U  «aae  or  reason.    I  £ui  write  to^ 
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Rural  Dean  about  it  A  girl  who  oug^t  to  be  scrubbing 
floors  to  be  tai^ht  to  sing  and  dance  I " 

"Please  write  to  the  Rural  Dean,"  he  said  wearily. 
"And  hear  his  ideas  on  scrubbing  floors  versus  pirou- 
ettes. They  ought  to  be  interesting.  Problem — ^whether 
it  is  more  elevating  to  perform  on  floors  with  your 
hands  or  with  your  feet ! " 

"  Really,"  roared  Miss  Frubbert ;  but  Brother  Jalfin, 
who  had  lifted  an  oak  box  as  if  to  carry  it  out  of  the  way, 
suddenly  let  it  fall  against  thi  half-open  door  in  which 
the  lady  stood,  shutting  it  violently  and  ejecting  the 
last  protesting  golosh  from  the  step.  The  shadow  of 
her  nose  loomed  across  the  blind  as  she  posted  off  to 
the  unhappy  Rural  Dean. 

"Thafs  what  comes  of  letting  women  come  into 
a  place,"  Jalfin  ejaculated  breathlessly,  propping  his 
back  against  the  wooden  portal,  in  case  the  demagc^e 
should  try  to  force  a  re-entrance.  "  All  this  is  due  to  one 
girl  I  One  girl !  All  the  bother  of  the  world  was  made 
by  one  girl,  and  they've  been  at  it  ever  since  I  I  would 
take  a  broom  to  'em  myself  1 " 

Majorson  sent  Nelly  off  with  her  beloved  Sister,  and 
asked  Terry  to  come  and  talk  it  over,  with  a  despairing 
laugh. 

Nevertheless  he  was  distinctly  annoyed,  and  thought 
the  Brother  had  been  a  little  careless.  He  dkl  not 
intend  to  give  in  to  Frubbert's  interference,  but  con- 
templated a  suspension  of  the  lessons  for  a  time,  at  all 
events,  if  cmly  for  Elinor's  own  discipline. 

But  Lent,  with  its  momentary  solution  of  the  difli- 
culty,  was  now  upon  them.  When  the  leaf-buds  <m  the 
blackened  lilac  bushes  behind  the  priest's  house  bent 
their  heads  to  the  lash  of  spring  rain  and  Uixsard,  and 
the  deep  chant  of  Passion  hymns  sent  their  rich,  minor 
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St^  "to  the  decree  rather  willingly,  more  wiDingly 
than  the  man  who  watched  her  slow  growth  of  hSrt 
and  m,nd  could  have  dreamed  she  woSd  do.  It^ 
c^  *"^  *^"^«*  »»'™-  The  sudden  meekness  iLS^  a 
Sri.  K^'  r"-    ^"'  ''  '^'^  *  Wt  of  a  mystoy 

somtS,i"„r.i,T*  '°.*?*  ^'*J"^"'  ^"'««  ««^««  with 

tt^?^^f        '^*'*'l'*''^'°*^'«***°'d«^°tion.  Some, 
thmg  that  ^ve  a  softer  puzzle  to  her  puzzled  face,  "ml 

rounded  and  perfected  her  features  into  a  wanltew^ 

CrL'^r^'  ,^'"  "°"^'  ^°"^-  "^  Stati'n^  o?X 
Cross  With  a  slow  dreaminess,  and  leap  longer  ov«  Z 
kneeler  chair  when  the  services  had  finished.  «d  the 
last  echo  of  departing  footsteps  had  struck  on  2^ 
stone,  looking  with  a  curious  "vacancyi^o  mfd^^ 

to  be  a  speU  growing  upon  her.    Was  she  realizini?  her 
own  tragedy  at  this  late  hour?    But  why? 

As  the  weeks  wore  on  it  worried  him  a  littie.    It 
jeemed  altogether  too  serious  and  sudden  a  <We  to 

womed,  Mrs.  Mears  about  her.  And  his  petitions  for 
her  grew  every  night  mo«  broodingly  ^o^  m<^ 
mjghtjly  enclosing.    Yet  he  got  no  hint'^of  th^^ridXJ 

TJen  one  day  there  came  a  messenger  of  the  truth 

wiS^k!**"*  "^^  ''"*  *  »*«  mW-Lenfnight  .^^  at 
7^::^%^^,    The  g^t  dim^chl^-^L' 

r^Jl  ^  "^^y  ^''^^  «''*y»  of  a  City 
S^ -r-^^  ?"*"  **  P"^P^*'  as  he  rose  into  it  a 
fiunUiar  fkce  took  hi.  attention  in  all  the  sea Tfec.^ 
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It  looked  like  Maggie  Higgler's,  and  yet  to  his  un- 
learned masculine  eye  there  was  something  changed 
about  it  A  vast,  upstanding  hat  surmounted  it,  whose 
sweeping  coloured  feather  made  a  strongly  defined 
piece  of  finery  in  a  blur  of  shoddiness.  Under  its 
right  shadow  lay  a  little  fair,  fluff-bald  baby  in  Maggie's 
arms,  and  beneath  the  shade  of  its  left  wing  a  small 
blue-chinned,  thick-set  man  sat  twisting  a  cap  round 
and  round  incessantly  in  both  hands ;  veiy  clearly  Mr. 
Higgler. 

They  sat  in  a  pew  near  the  back,  and  all  looked  pro- 
foundly solemn.  It  occurred  to  Majorson  to  wonder 
why  they  were  here  at  all,  but  he  was  of  necessity 
obliged  to  concentrate  on  what  he  Mras  saying,  and  so 
forgot  their  presence,  more  or  less. 

After  the  service  Jalfin  looked  into  the  clei^  vestry, 
where  Majorson  remained  alone  after  the  other  priests 
had  gone,  and  asked  if  a  Mrs.  Higgler  might  speak  to 
him.  Maggie  and  family  were  duly  ushered  in.  She 
took  the  seat  opposite  to  his  own  as  indicated,  but 
turned  it  a  little  sideways  to  him,  as  though  almost  in- 
voluntarily avoiding  his  direct  gaze. 

This  was  unlike  her  usual  majestic  frankness,  and  it 
caught  his  attention  at  once.  She  was  looking  very 
handsome,  and  was  very  slightly  flushed,  but  was  it  the 
flush  and  the  stars  of  light  in  her  eyes  that  made  the 
difference?  Suddenly  even  he — not  only  a  man  but  an 
ecclesiastic— grasped  the  reason— the  metal  pins  were 
gone.  Before  him,  in  full  splendour,  shone  Maggy's 
annual  fringe  1 

She  had  actually  b^un  to  state  her  errand^  and  yet 

the  fact  still  bewildered  him.    Roll  upon  roll  of  tigl^ 

curled  hair  covered  the  upper  part  and  sides  of  her 

fine  head.    It  was  not  fluffy,  nothing  so  frivolous.    On 
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the  ccotraiy,  ewh  curl  wm  as  separate,  as  elostv-dear. 

^gnip«,  and  through  having  lain  so  long  inl^ 
preparation-probably  «ncc  the  August  Bank  HoUd«^ 
^t*  jr"'',""^^*^  ^«"«  ^o^e  to  the  shape  o7l2 
tte^SuS  '^"  ^  *»»*  Greek  statues  of  CassanS^ 

iSS?'.       ^"**    '^'^^^y-    "Something-private-I 
wanted  to  say  to  3rou." 

Majorson  glanced  up  at  Mr.  Higgler,  who  would  not 
«t  down,  but  had  persisted  in  Sand  ne  some  L^ 

tat^   cap.   h»    brow    beaded    with    a    fevT^f 

«JSi^  ^^'"^^y  Mine,"  said  Maggie,  nodding  back- 
^s  proudly,  and  using  the  posissive,  as  was  h« 
custom,  as  a  sort  of  fiuniliar  namT^.i  brouriJ?hi^ 

S^"  thrri^'t^r'^V^t'  *"  P~f«^  »"^  ^ 
SITJ^ntJl^  ''^^  So  there  he  Stands.  I  have 
two  sons— this  IS  my  youngest" 

fiiUy  mth  his  dehcate  lips  parted  in  breathiii 
A  fine  boy  I    How  old  is  he?" 

I  ^T*'***^^**>*^*«"*^'»<^»-«»«»fiomFrance. 

vJl^™fiES!^'*^*^°"'''  P"*  **"  ^'  "«»J«  from  the 
v^A«iows,  m  a  «««>us  guttural^y  ^T 

:r':srerVhir'Se^"°*  ^-^  ^-  ^  ^^^ 

-  That  makes  hun  two  months  old,"  said  Maggie. 
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"  He*!  a  splendid  chap."  said  Majorson. 

"My  other's  just  as  fine;  two  years  ago  he  came, 
just  when  they  was  hawking  red  roses  on  the 
kerb." 

*•  Toid—-up—'n— the— bunch— tuppence— to— the— 
lydies,"  said  Mr.  Higgler.  "After  nine— o'clock— 
'it^nyl"  The  last  word  came  out  as  though  shot 
out  of  a  tube. 

"  But  what  have  you  to  tell  me  about  Nelly?"  asked 
Majorson,  deeply  interested. 

"Something  I'm  sorry  to  say,  yet,  sir,  somehow 
glad  to  say,  though  I  shouldn't  be,  I  know.  Some- 
thing that  I  think  you  none  of  you  guess  here — ^you 
being  monks  and  nuns,  as  the  saying  is,  and  so  p'raps 
a  little " 

"Sawney,"  put  in  Mr.  Higgler,  in  a  perspiration  of 
embarrassment,  but  determined  to  help. 

"What  is  it?"    His  voice  was  low. 

"  Haven't  you  noticed  her  not  well  lately?  Thought- 
fill?    Not  so  gay  like?" 

"  I  have,  yes." 

"  Dkin't  you  think "    She  paused  suddenly  and 

stooped  over  her  baby  and  put  her  lips  to  its  pure, 
sleeping  face,  letting  them  rest  there,  a  blush  suffusing 
her  half-averted  cheek,  silent  and  downcast  Then  she 
turned  her  face  slowly  round  to  him,  still  with  her  head 
resting  on  the  cheek  of  her  sleeping  child,  and  looked 
at  him  solemnly,  all  the  pontifical  majesty  of  mother- 
hood in  her  eyes.  She  did  not  know  it,  but  she  sat 
exactly  in  the  aUitude  of  Raphael's  Sistine  Madonna, 
the  embracing  mother  curled  round  her  little  ope, 
forming  a  divine  cirde  of  love. 

"Sir,"  she  said  gravely,  "look  at  me  now,  here 
with  my  son  that  God  gave  me  to  love  and  to  keep. 
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"Udfhtt, 
IbctagtofM 

SwMtqftworblM, 

SMhtlMtgnnri 
Withspfe^HMt 

InsMdowi 
In  flowoy  Kent.       V 

Woo  t  jo«  hojr «  weet  bloomln- hnndulw? 
Six  awMt  baadM  for 
<A  pennjr." 

H.,'!?"'J!?  ^  ^^^''^y  »*^  »»^ker8  about  the 
dusty  street,  to  .  Iflting  old  Gregorian  chaS  wb« 

r^«;  ^<i»^k.fluffed.   dimpte-firted   dtfaen   <W^to 
I^«»^ow„  to  run  a  new  tat  irith  the  cruelty  of 
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CHAPTER  XII 


"^tkt  tmd  wm  all,  itatt  m^lUprwaet.--DAinta  Psotub, 

WHERE  the  River  Medway  makes  a  long  silver 
line  through  the  yellow  salt-marshes  of  Kent, 
and  die  brown  sails  of  barges  mingle  witii  the  distant 
dream-chimneys  of  Oiatham  and  Rochester,  there 
stands  a  large  chapel.  The  back  part  of  it  is  built  of 
yeUow  brick,  but  the  front  and  a  quarter  of  each  side  is 
fitoad  with  stucco  and  has  a  laige  Qrmpanum  and  six 
simulated  pillars,  in  a  species  of  bas-relief.  These  alone 
save  it  frcm  being  mistaken  for  a  railway  goods  ware- 
house. As  this  monstrosity  stands  alone  and  utterly 
nnne^boured  by  any  other  building  for  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  eadi  way,  it  has  the  appearance  of  wearing  a  fod- 
ishly  transparent  mask  with  an  air  of  imbecile  solemnity. 
The  eye  that  is  caught  by  the  drab  stucco  Corinthian 
frtmtage  is  also  caui^  and  bdd  by  the  glare  of  the 
yeUow  brick,  and  tbt  sham  thus  hits  everyone  in  the 
face. 

Sere  hedge-parsley  and  the  wild  sea<defy  of  tiie 
salt  marshes  grow  raggedly  about  its  bridcy  base,  and 
weed  and  stCMse  surround  it;  but  its  front  is  covered 
and  {Mastered  halfway  up  to  the  round-topped  windows 
with  biUa  and  posters  whose  wild  legends  ace  blurted 
forth  in  dtoo^te-cotour  and  royH  blue  printing  ink. 
These  are  bitter  upbraidings  at  the  Government— all 
for  not  immediatdy  creating  national 
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or  tWt  pwtiealar  corner  of  the  fflobeTTlJrirteZi! 
•v«ytiifag  «kl  to  be  going  rtpidly  to  pe^Son.  ^ 

t^k^  cold  rmyt  «««  the  yeUow  Wane  of  mere- 
SS?  ?"V^yr^"d  bit  «>.d  withered,  thi.  pl«»  wl^ 
fiM«»  to  overflowing  with  «  huge  politic!  Wln^ 

Sie  «•*.  .Zi  JX  «  temperance  gathering.  AU 
fiX  ^:i       ^  tocande«»,t  gat  globet  had  a  hard 

wSSoST^  ".~"'"f  ^  **  *»^  railway-ware, 
noiuej^owa.  The  decoration,  were  as  uaual—almoit 

^!SS^Z  rJ'  *"  r  ^"^  thaTSt^Tot 
I«?;«l?!^^/  *~i  ""'"^y  «^«»  <=J»o«>l*te ;  that  sign 
^Vmbd  of  a  Calvinism  which,  being  ,;oted  aS 

thT^f^S!?^  wnounced :  "Sir  Nigd  Finioy I"  and 
toutt«dafcwremark.«boutan1wco«vSto^     • 

r^J?.  I?*'*.  "Oinething-Haercifully  rather  indis. 
si:^'!^t^^':'^  -ocial  rottenneiand^o^ 
Nyel  sto^  holding  manfully  on  to  his  coS^S 

•Wchweredlk-lined.    His  head  r  ,.  thiown^TO 
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he  faced  hit  eadience  with  that  Uenk  ftaie  of  the  eyee 
■ad  pnAng  of  the  noetrtti  which  Mine  people  ceU 
hoperty  and  other*  impudence.  Nothing  couki  have 
been  neater.  Hii  momfog  coat  waa  tightly  buttoned 
up,  and  his  tie  waa  a  funereal  black  edged  witfi  ndiite, 
Uke  an  faiverted  funeral  card,  but  hit  whole  cut  was 
indefinably  tmart,  and  distinguithed  him  altogether 
from  Uie  curiout  Iwoadclotht  and  tplathet  of  thirt-front 
of  hit  pretent  oompaniont. 

"  I  jttrt  want  to  tay,  my  friendt,"  he  plunged  with 
boyith  franknett,  "  how  glad  I  am  to  be  here  amongtt 
you,  and  to  be  welcomed  into  the  rankt  of  lodal  reform 
and  the  great  movement  of  moral  deanring.  I  have  no 
merits  of  my  own  [a  frankly  sweet  smile  and  head- 
shake].  I  come  to  you  on  the  memory  of  my  noUe 
father  [cheers],  Sir  James  Finroy.  who,  as  everyone 
here  is  aware,  spent  his  life  in  a  great  social  endeavour 
and  died  in  hamesj."  [Here  a  manly  gulpi  Sir  James 
nnroy  had  died  of  apofdexy  becauie  hit  ton  wat  not 
req)ectable;  but  everybody  forgot  tiiit,  and  only  remem- 
bered  the  yomg  man't  politict.]  "  I  am  your  neighbour 
here,"  Nigel  went  on,  referring  to  Cobdenmere,  vfiuch 
wat  three  milet  away,  "and  I  feel  it  to  be  one  amongst 
my  many  new  retpontibilitiet  that  I  thould  attitt  at  far 
at  I  am  able  in  the  great  cautet  and  todal  movements 
of  i^ch  my  great  &ther  wat  so  brilliant  a  leader. 
[Hear,  hears.]  I  therefore  present  mysdf  to  you  • 
tills  new  capacity,  and  am  ready  to  go  Awth  in  the 
name  of  freedom  and  fight  the  Drink  Evil,  which  is  the 
degradation  of  c  ir  beloved  country.  All  the  lioos 
whkh  beset  our  national  path  wiU  I  tackle  to  the  teeth. 
Gladly,  sirs,  I  take  my  stand  against  the  Popery  (^Uie 
Church  of  England,  and  will  do  all  in  my  power  to 
cn^  tile  power  of  the  prksthood,  wUdi  b  the  menace 
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«lK>utsofappW    CdL*i.     It  was  received  with 
noMeyounffieSmlTi?^  determined  to  act  the 

genius.  He  h^oX  to  toST^  J^  7" '^^  *»P~W 
^*«»ctor  for  fi^  o"nu^1^^otL"S;^*  ^^  "Jf "^*^'*' 
was  that  character  hTISu*"*  convinced  that  he 
out  the  w^^^J'lt^  °^l*A''^  ^  '«^ 

now  a  vivid  lecoKn  of  a  a^"^l  ^^^  ^ 
October  moming.^5,7^  ^  ^"«*^<»n  a  certain 

^IL^.*»  hi»  feebly  convend^TAlSL       """^ 

The  audience  haUed  this  tone  wiA^    t  ^ 
approval  Lines  of  chin-wSSert^^  ^  f^  ^^'^S^*" 
«d  bald  heads  no^T.!Ii^^^*'«»P«*«^ 
whole  sch^nftSS1dSl!^r?*""^*'    The 

2-t.y  ^'S^  d^^to tLr^aT^dS^ 

who  was  not  onlv  «»*»».  i      >»"«»»«r  a  new  disciple 
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who  had  landy  hair,  parted  down  the  middle,  and  a 
white  cravat  like  a  Dutch  windmill,  and  a  mouth  which 
seemed  to  have  been  gathered  inwards  by  tapes  like  the 
top  of  a  bag.  The  two  ends  of  his  cravat  gave  one  the 
impression  of  being  the  ends  of  the  tapes,  and  one  could 
almost  inu^^e  him  pulling  them  to  turn  his  smile  on 
and  off.  He  introduced  these  acrobats  one  by  one  in 
mellifluous  accents,  with  a  'ncial  manner  that  was  so 
near  a  sneer  that  it  would  .  .em  to  need  the  faith  of 
the  elect  to  stand  it  at  all    But  they  took  it  for  granted. 

When  at  last  the  proceedings  reached  an  effective 
tableau  in  a  little  bearded  man,  lost  in  a  frenzied  digres- 
sion on  the  hidden  alcohol  in  ginger-beer,  bringing  on  a 
species  of  epileptic  fit  on  the  platform,  Mr.  Blagdon,  the 
chairman,  declared  the  meeting  closed  in  trium{^ 

Finroy  was  surrounded  and  congratulated,  introduced 
and  patronized.  One  man  al<me  out  of  all  the  crowd 
asked  the  chairman  a  quick  question  about  his  past,  a 
sharp  gleam  in  his  little  eyes. 

"  Has  hb  not  joined  the  great  Cause  ?"  was  the  solemn 
nfiy,  accompanied  by  a  cold  stare  of  non-comprdien- 
sion.  Another  man,  with  a  black  fringe  of  beard  under 
a  k>ng,  thin,  livid  face,  put  in — 

"  Has  he  joined  the  Blue  Section,  thaf  s  what  I  want 
to  know?  Outside  the  Blue  Section  all  your  ri|^t- 
eoumess  is  as  filthy  rags,    /am  of  the  Blue  Section." 

This  appeared  to  be  quite  true  on  the  face  of  it,  and 
did  not  require  one  so  dearly  in  the  blues  to  insist  upon 
the  fact 

"  All  the  sections,"  the  chairman  replied  cheerfully — 
one  mig^t  have  said  sardonically — as  though  he  were 
talking  of  honey.  "  He  is  to  preside  at  every  reunkxi, 
every  gathering,  every  meeting  <»  our  coming  propa- 
ganda."   He  waved  his  white  pig's-trotter  budf,  wi^ 
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^  down  th.  s^sro^iSLqs^^s;:^, 

««.- .  .ori  o,  two  Xsir  N^."°  "»«•»""«« 

«>"'^'^«;'t^!11'    Of»"?"'"m.^    Ex- 
Such  rich  L^Z^r'^  "*■*  «'•  «»«»<«• 

•ai  go  out  rfVi^T^ "•>*"'»' fen«."d 
litai«&l"        "^  "  ™«  '»«*«'  tt«n  the  E»il  On. 

fat^lSSt^wd^S:^""  <»  W,  >e«fcr  he  AoflW 

•^ISfh^'T^'^''--^-'^'"'*''""'"- 

g«ed  «rt  on  iSLtt^^^±f  Irt^^  "  ■» 
Bhgdon  and  uked  hs^TT  '5?''''^    "e  beckoned  to 

-^  me  mucer  of  tnfles  wtu  also  included  in 
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the  party  and  the  three  drove  away  into  the  night  The 
third  man  was  put  behind,  but  Finroy  and  Blagdon  sat 
side  by  side  for  that  "  word  "  they  both  wanted. 

"Look  here,"  Finroy  said  hurriedly,  directly  they 
were  well  away  on  the  road,  "I  don't  deny  that  I 
expect  jrouTl  have  a  few  questions— nasty  questions — 
asked  about  me,  eh?" 

The  windmill  bow  almost  fluttered  with  the  benevo- 
lence of  the  answering  smile  above  it. 

«•  My  married  life,"  Nigel  went  on,  gathering  courage, 
"was  a  sad  affair,  Mr.  Blagdon."  A  pause;  the  first 
hint  of  a  gulp.  "  What  can  I  say  ?  Can  a  fellow  injure 
a  woman— give  her  away?  As  I  say,  I'll  always  stick 
by  a  woman.    But  Lady  Phillippa  was  an  aristocrat, 

and "  he  shrugged  under  his  motor-coat  in  the  dark. 

"  Perhaps  she  couldn't  help  heredity?  You  know,  you 
may  have  heard  what  her  father  was — Lord  Rackstock  ? 
Carried  upstairs  to  bed  every  night  by  his  butler,  sir ; 
turned  out  of  one  of  the  swell  clubs  for  the  same 
reason.  Poor  Phillippa^well,  well,  you  know  the  race 
and  tear  of  a  society  woman's  life,  Mr.  Bli^on.  You 
know  the  nervous  depression  that  follows  it  all ;  and  a 
woman  is  only  a  woman,  but " 

Mr.  Bl^don  was  gazing  with  distended  eyes  and 
shaking  head,  the  tape  in  his  thin  lips  pulling  them  into 
a  tight  bunch,  as  thoi^  he  had  tugged  at  the  ends  of 
the  windmill.    He  put  out  his  hand. 

"  Sir  Nigel,"  he  said  earnestly,  clutching  the  astrachan 
motor-glove  with  deep  feeling,  "was  that  the  reason 
why— you  broke  off— the  marriage  ?" 

Nigel  nodded.  Feeling  was  supposed  to  have  choked 
his  utterance. 

"  Dreadful,  dreadful  i" 

"  But  a  secret— hardly  a  soul  knows  it,"  he  put  in. 
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C"tgi«bJ^v^r  *?.*'"'  I  «m  phced,    , 
♦k-  A^                 *y  '°  ^®  world  now  can  r  ?    c»;ii    r  • 
the  fiiture  you  should  be  asked—'I^'  V  ^"'  '^ '" 

"Sir  Nicel    I  „n,i.^  j     He  paused. 

i»  h«d  S  diffiX  ^itriS  s^"^  '*  '•^'  ^- 

twitched  in  the  darkn^s.  ^  "''"'^'  ^^^<=J> 

-Well,  I'm  glad  to  have  had  this  talk     r  .1.  1. 
see  how  to  g  »t  to  work     V^Tl^  '  **"  "^w 

<^«0'|X>ssiblemeeZf\„^sro      ^^ 

taking  your  rich VftJ  iL"«       connection,  and  insist  on 

will  ^  ^A  u^Ti^v  r  '"u  *?"  P°P"^*^  ««»«? 
and   day,  and   t^  ^f^    -  """'^  "«^'  *"^  ^^X. "%»»? 

B.eleyRe'nan^^t'ScJl^^^St'^""     ^^^ 
months  to  live,  that  is  J^«  n»«a»l>er]  has  not  many 

"dent  local  fcuToL^h  "!**  ^*  «>«Wnatio„  of 

chance.  You ^^4^,^!^*^*****"  ^°»^<»  ^  your 

Unddaring  anTiSc^ti'r^^.r'  'f  "^'^ 
benevolence  of  the^^tt?  '^?"*«'  tb*C  the 
«leer.    «  Be  D«SlZSS!?"S'»f^  been  called 

Nigel  nodded":::'/^,^^^^^  ;^  ^^!^r 
to  caricature  that  most  m^S^  V*  *u  **  ** """'"« 
thousand  other^kS.^  ^  k  "^f^^^  "  • 
downtheagcs.  ""^  P*™**  ^ave  been  all  the  way 

on^'or^^tti^tiS^r^-  '-^  walked  out  of 
P"t  as  they  neai^^wl^'  ***?  "^  "^w  nuring 

b«t«yh.ve^«£:Stl^"Sr'W'*^  *'"^'"^*  ~"^ 
convinced  that  his  de^ 7!^*  r"^.'^"  "°"'  '"^^-•JJy 
Maudie  anHl^^^!^'  ^^^  ^WIUpp.,  «3 

»n«wwoodluia    HewasanoWefcilow 
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after  all,  but  it  needed  a  political  party  to  find  it  out 
That  situation  has  been  known  to  history  before. 

They  stopped  at  a  stucco  house  pricked  out  in  imita- 
tion Mck,  with  Venetian  blinds,  and  a  yellow  and  red 
glass  fanl^t  over  the  hall  door,  and  Blagdon  and  his 
companion  alighted  and  wished  Sir  Nigel "  Good  night" 
The  house  had  a  low  wall,  built  of  rough  white  stones 
topped  by  a  murderous  arrangement  of  bits  of  glass 
stuck  into  new  whitish  mortar.  The  gate  shut  with  a 
tinny  sound,  and  Nigel  drove  on  alone,  elated  with  his 
success,  He  was  well  aware  of  the  impression  he  had 
created,  one  of  stormy  ambiguity  allied  to^  particularly 
smooth  and  oiled  appearance,  an  irresistible  com- 
binatimi  in  certain  connections. 

After  all,  he  had  launched  out  in  the  right  directicm  at 
last,  he  said.  The  turbid  sea  of  such  local  politics  as 
these  was  the  very  one  upon  which  to  set  forth  his 
rather  battered  bark  anew.  Wasn't  he  justified  ?  His 
wife,  an  aristocrat,  had  spumed  him ;  did  not  that  give 
him  a  dear  case  against  the  aristocracy?  The  Church 
had  dared  to  defy  him  on  one  of  the  rare  (very  rare) 
occasions  when  he  had  required  its  services ;  had  he  not 
then  a  clear  case  against  that  Popish  Institution  ? 

As  for  total  abstinence,  that  banner  of  the  one-virtue 
man,  he  could  easily  attach  it  to  his  mast,  as  his  doctor 
had  been  pulling  him  through  a  long  cure  after  his  late 
excesses,  and  at  lunch,  certainly,  he  always  took  Lithia 
water.  If  tiiere  is  one  thing  m<Mre  dangerous  than 
a  clever  rc^rue,  it  is  a  bundle  of  theatrical  delusions 

He  had  worked  for  more  than  a  year  to  re-establish 
himsdf  in  the  public  esteem,  and  already  his  curious 
oqwdty  to  believe  in  what  he  first  acted  was  beginning 
to  convince  diat  bench  of  justices,  especially  certain 
important  bodies  of  it    He  already  said  to  himself  tiiat 
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tte  deatliof  hi.  father,  and  an  illness  that  had  overtaken 

its^n  «''"'  7"  ^***'  *"^  '^^  '''^^'  low^eiled  hall  with 
of  the  shadows  by  the  bookcase.  ^         ^' 

Q.^  ^^  more  d«,ly  tlum  in  the  SltS 
Q2dJ»  ftce  Ao,«l  tt«e,  of  ch«.ge  ,nd  boS^ 

I-  __.*^  r  L'  ,  .  '  *™provea  lum  in  some  d^mtr^ 
In  spite  of  his  insincerities  and  follies  he  -IST 
have  gained  a  trifle  in  dignity  witib  S  r^  J^  *** 
that  suffering,  even  des^^f ^^^^J^^ 

In  one  of  the  papers  a  nime  *t,;::r^^:r3L 
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from  the  printed  line  and  roused  in  him  a  pfn-thnitt 
of  niggettion.  It  was  only  a  paragraph  about  a  sermon 
in  St  Paul's  by  the  Rev.  Maurice  Majorson.  rather 
a  daring  sermon  apparently,  attacking  the  Pharisaical 
silence  of  society  about  a  certain  flagrant  vice.  It  had 
aroused  some  angry  comment  in  certain  quarters  and 
some  correspondence,  but  it  seemed  to  have  been  sane 
enough  and  honest  in  intention. 

But  this  reminder  of  the  family  Ritualist  was  un. 
fortunate.  The  light  died  out  of  Nigel*  eyes  as  he 
was  thrown  back  headlong  from  the  triumphs  of  the 
evening  to  some  events  of  over  two  years  aga 

He  and  Majorson  had  never  once  communicated  with 
one  another  since  those  two  brief  notes  that  had  passed 
between  them.  Sometimes  he  had  wondered,  con- 
temptuously, whether  Majorson  had  been  as  good  as  his 
word,  and  if  he  had  indeed  been  fool  enough  to  try  to 
do  anything  for  the  gutter-giri.  Probably  sent  a 
Scripture-reader  or  a  rescue-lady  of  savage  manners 
and  bonnet  out  to  find  her,  and,  by  Jove  I  what  a  recep. 
tion  the  idiots  must  have  got  for  their  pains!  Nelly 
had  been  quite  capable  of  taking  care  of  herself,  what 
with  her  wits  and  her  feet  She  didn't  look  a  likely 
subject  ftw  a  mission  of  that  sort,  not  she  I  Too  inde. 
pendent  fcwr  their  mawkish  notions. 

He  had  carefully  drummed  that  into  his  own  con- 
sciousness—one coukl  hardly  say  consdence— every 
time  certain  thoughts  had  stabbed  and  irriuted  him 
especially  in  the  weakness  after  his  illness.  But  in  the 
main  he  had  such  a  wonderful  talent  for  drawing  a 
complete  curtain  over  any  doings  or  experiences  of  his 
own  in  even  the  near  past,  that  to  all  intents  and 
purposes  they  might  never  have  existed.  To-night  it 
was  only  Majorson's  name  that  had  brought  the  recol- 
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lection  of  that  affiur  even  momentarily  to  Uie  fot«, 
Well,  it  was  all  over  and  done  with.    What  the  famOy 
Ritualist,  with  his  cranky,  unworkable  notions,  thought, 
or  did  not  think,  was  of  no  consequence.    There  would 
be  no  more  trouble  from  him.    As  for  Nelly,  she  had 
drifted  somewhere,  safe  enough.    That  sort  dkL    Not 
always  upwards,  of  course,  but  what  were  they  bom  to 
afterall?    That  sort  of  thing  was  aU  heredity,  environ- 
ment   He  was  ratiier  stroi^  on  the  tiieory  of  heredity 
aifl  environment,  and  made  a  mental  note  of  It  now  for 
one  of  his  social  lectures.   Hefelt  sure  it  would  "talre" 
tremendously.    That  was  what  was  wanted,  a  man  who 
could  hit  the  popular  taste  in  reforms,  a  man  who 
might  eventually  ^vent  party  cries.    His  exp^ience 
to-night  toM  hfm  that  he  m^t  become  quite  femous 
in  that  way.    The  future  was  looking  rosy. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

HlNKY  VIIL 

-/^H,  isn't  it  boring?**  said  the  dainty  person  in 

V^  sheathed  satin,  making  a  perfectly  definite  yet 

invisiUe  grimace,  and  picking  up  a  fan  to  yawn  behind. 

"Wild  rot,"  yawned   the  man  at  her  side.    "I'm 

fainting  away." 

"Why  do  they  ask  us  7" 

"Why  do  we  come?" 

•  I'm  sure  I'm  blest  if  I  know." 

"  That* 8  what  I  never  can  find  out  I  go  on  d<ring  it 
but  I've  been  asking  that  question  for  years  of  every- 
body I  know.  I  don't  know  why  such  stupid  people 
get  on  In  the  worW  only  to  bore  me  with  their  parties." 

"A  horrid  nuisance;  That  last  creatnrelairly  shouted 
her  hkleous  song,  and  I  caU  her  German  accent  dis- 
gnsting,  exactly  like  a  German  waiter's;  not  a  bit 
•rtistk.  And  whatever  was  die  shrimp-pink  lace  frock 
that  one  of  them  wore?  Where  do  they  find  such 
people?    / never  omie  across  them  anywheie:" 

"Goodness  knows!  In  flats  in  Hampstead,  I  believe. 
They  are  amateur  Bohemians,  I  suppose ;  of  course 
the  Gates  get  them  for  nothing.  For  my  part,  I  admire 
music  If  if  8  paid  for,  not  otherwise." 

"  Wdl,  of  course,  If  you're  political  you  needn't  be 
snfeft    No  one  expects  it    In  foct  they'd  be  shocked 
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if  yoa  were.  Now  I  uk  yoa-wouW  I  dare,  being  a 
mwe  wmn  of  Society,  and  not  an  Under  SecMiy't 
wife,  offer  you  champagne  cup  like  that  stuff'  in  the' 
tMck  room  downsUirs  ?  " 

"Of  course  you  wouldn't     You'd  know  I'd  walk 
Sf  lit    I"'  *  ^^  **"*  ****  '°  swallow  with  a  Cabinet 

n^r*  ^*  *'^"^*    ""'  *^*"  *^  "»'«*»*  •P^  us  the 

I!L  *"^^***"''**  **^  P~P^  *«  "rt  green  from 
nowhere.  That* s  a  way  of  entertaining  on  the  cheap 
that  I  strike  against-Oh.  Mrs.  Rawson  Gates,  but  A0w 
tWingI  What  a  delightful  concert  I  And  so  in- 
terwtingl  Those  German  songs.  The  couplets-, 
perfectly  sweet  I  What  an  accent  I  How  clever  of  you 
to  collect  aU  these  briUiant  people  I " 

Mrs.  Rawson  Gates,  the  hostess,  looked  wearily  bsck 

at  her  guest  from  under  her  brown  toupee.    She  was 

thedrter-in-law  of  Mrs.  Alec  Gates,  and  the  wife  of  a 

rather  -coming-  Under  Secretary,  and  was  too  sincere 

a  woman  to  be  quite  happy  as  a  political  hostesa. 

1  Gkd  you  like  it,"  she  said  dully,  knowing  perfecUy 

}  ''^u^  «atin.sheathed  one  had  certoSnfy  been 

«)Hng  behimi  her  back.    *  AU  those  lesser  artiies  are 

lading  up  to  a  new  person  whom  they  say  really  u 

^^t  \  fS^".  **"^  '^  Nellguin.'  HaveVoy 
heard  fcjsr?  Hardly,  I  suppose,  as  I  believe  this  is 
pr^cally  her  first  appearance.    Dancer  and  mimic" 

She  passed  on,  trailing  and  winding  her  w«U-clad 
form  through  the  crowd  and  saying  the  same  thian 
ow  and  over  again  into  the  ears  of  the  snig^^ 
critics  she  was  obliged  to  caU  her  guestSL  H^eya 
had  that  permanently  worn,  dragged  k)ok  that  one 
S^'^i^'^?!**"  ^^  overworked  dressmakers,  ami 
fter  voice  had  beconae  so  accustomed  to  social  repetitkwis 
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tiiat  it  had  almort  the  naul  sing-song  intonation  of  a 
cemetery  cluplain. 

Then  from  behind  the  row  of  gilded  screens  which 
backed  a  low  velvet-covered  dais  -**  one  end  of  the  long 
French  room  came  the  person  called  "  La  NeUguin." 

Or  rather  came  a  floating  whirl  of  black  chiffon, 
apparently  suspended  from  the  ceiling  by  invisible  wire, 
by  the  dfect  it  produced  oi  turning  rapidly  round  and 
round  as  it  approached  but  without  touching  the  floor. 
An  apple-bloasom  falling  from  its  bough  on  a  very  still 
day  wOl  spin  softly  round  and  round  till  it  aligfato^  on 
the  grass,  by  some  dainty  mystery  of  gravity. 

By  some  miracle  of  foot  and  body  manipulation,  quite 
invisible  in  its  workings,  this  cloudy  black  thing  so 
twirled  into  the  middle  of  the  stage,  ceased,  and  bowed, 
with  tpttad  hands  and  grave  lily  face. 

The  sudden  storm  of  clapping  was  quite  spontaneous. 
It  was  the  wSd  clap  of  bored  people  suddenly  interested 
and  ddi^ted.  La  NeUguin  wore  a  diiffbn  frock  oiUy 
a  little  short  of  the  ankles,  but  very  voluminously  laced 
under  its  billowy  skkts.  Against  its  sable  shadows  and 
the  background  of  gok)  screens  and  vieux-rose  velvet 
stage,  the  clear  whiteness  of  her  face,  neck,  and  hands 
were  cut  out  like  fine  ivory,  and  the  gleaming  line  of  a 
green  jade  comb  and  fillet  in  her  hair,  parallel  with  the 
line  of  her  scarlet  moutii,  were  the  only  points  of 
colour. 

^e  iMoke  into  movement,  to  delicate  musfc,  but 
rather  ordinary.  A  Spanish  dance,  with  an  improvised 
mantiUa  tossed  on  to  the  green  comb  and  twirled  in  the 
usual  way. 

•Very  pretty,  but  not  new,"  said  the  satin-sheathed 
la^. 

«*Oki  as  the  hills,"  safci  the  man  who  didn't  know 
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-Ill' 


^SJrtraordlnaiy.    Patting  her  hair? -^ 
fl,u/"l    L    took  at  the  arm  aldmbo,  with  the  little 

•fcT^SV**;''**"**^ •»»•"««» to."    He£laneedat 

sSr£L  v**Jr  *l\  ^'•**^'  down  uaaUmfc. 
^s*^^  Natalia.    By  Jove  I*  ^^ 

J^^t!;^*^  ?  *^J?*  **~»*«*  *'  could  be  «e«  that 
*^not  only  adi^tiag  the  now  famou.  attitudeof 

MO  waj  exprenirtg  a  hundred  other  tricks  of  tfie 

fi^iHSLTT'  «>««  J-nd  on  her  hip.  tlTSS 
finger  extended.  It  waa  tatended  to  expnM.^,S«. 
^^Md  combined  with  the  carelew  ^Sn^S^ 

Madame  worried  about  her  halr-the  was  wv^ 
il^w^**  and  touching  it  Ibto  sJ^^T^,^ 

■maU  mannerisms  mostly  indescribable,  tiks  ofh« 
^njway.  of  smUing.  mam«»  of  taking  bouque^^S 

Jl"Jf^i?*  .^  ****»*"  that  no  one  had  actually 
wed  suffidentiy  to  be  consctous  of.  this  fairy^^ 
girl  now  reproduced  with  lightning  rajiditj.    ^ 

K^i.^^^H'  ''^J^  ^  •^«*  **>  "^We  Madame 
£^SJ^A**r?  '^  '^  two  geneS 
Jetwerathem.    And  the  wonder  of  it  was  to  deUcacv 
ft»  prettiness,  its  unerring  truth  without  hanhoSS! 
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tvra.  Natelia  htradf  could  not  have  bttnoflerc  J,  sh» 
mi^  evMi  have  ban  flatteied.  The  ^ipl.  use  'tirH 
foiih  in  laaghter  as  well  as  dappli^,  as  the  di>.:  ers 
aooonpaiyst  hroke  into  a  few  bars  of  Giku'.>  str'irc<>«e 
song  in  Rig9bU0f  oae  of  the  gieat  singer'c  y  '<.  f^n.ou. 
parta 

And  now  began  an  exdting  game  ^  ripld  ^yif-.s- 
woric,  for  La  Ndlguin,  hardly  stopping,  drop^H  r*r 
mantUla,  and  picking  up  a  Iwnch  of  carnations  laid  tor 
her  on  a  Uttk  gidd  table,  broke  into  a  q>ir'tfxf  ar.d 
rattling  step,  played  with  the  flowers,  tore  thetu  «ai& 
threw  them  as  she  iriiirled  past  and  round,  pelted  die 
audience  with  them,  lat^ied  in  a  hard,  banjo  gig^, 
stooped,  twisted, "  cake>walked,"  and  wr^led,  and  got 
a  fearibl  thunder  of  I4>friause  before  the  musidan  could 
get  in  his  few  bars  of  **  Yankee  Doodle,"  proving  this 
to  be  a  notorious  young  American  Dwdiess,  who  re- 
centiy,  at  her  own  wedding,  had  pelted  Uie  guests  in 
churdi  with  the  carnations  from  her  own  bouquet,  hit- 
ting a  oertahi  royal  personage  in  the  face. 

One  impersonation  succeeded  another.  A  femout 
minister,  a  man  d  sedentary  habits,  was  brillkntly 
shown  by  a  weird  Und  of  slow  two-step,  done  with  a 
stooping  head  and  a  certain  languor  of  expression,  and 
then  by  the  dancer  flingii^;  heraelf  in  apparently  <Mie 
movement  cm  to  a  chair,  stretched  out  at  full  length 
with  her  small  ankles  neatly  crossed  on  die  little  goM 
table,  in  a  well-known  House  of  Commons  attitude. 
This  sudden  flop  into  recumbency  occurred  after  each 
round — three  times — and  was  included  in  the  dance. 

It  was  followed  by  a  sketch  which  only  one  in  the 
fainermost  ring  of  society  affairs  could  possibly  know 
how  to  do.  Tlwse  lightning  personality  ricetchea— 
one  e^d  all  them  diat,  although  thqr  were  d«sced«- 
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'^^cceeded  one  another  without  a  nauae  till  ♦-»«♦.  c 

o«t  into  1«U.«;  of  .^uS^^J^-*'**'  "«"■• 
hwed  this  my  Md  th^1^^;„  ■?*"'«  comment, 
•be  knew  and  whlrSl  *'■»  »1»  was  and  how 

»«.  qoestSfs  :Js^  :^^  tv  tt,"  '"i::^'^ 

answer.    It  was  a  n«i  f  J^    u^  ^.  *'  '°**  exated  to 

That  i-^r^^ir^'"  "/?•  R«rr  Cates. 

astonishment  as  aTmS  T^  ""'''"8  »"*  exdted 

SlKisIierprot^feir*    '  8"" '■«"o  please  my  sister. 
•wAln't  say  «,^i„g    "^  *"~*  »»<"«««1«<1  f«t,  and 

this  remark  OTiv  hriL^  r  "S.  T""  **  »««™«»««i. 
•nd  curioSy.  ^       ""  ""  """« °f  ««*«»ent 

tantlHeii-jTwl"      ^  """""'  '-"«««"».  i-por- 
■«o  WW  curveted  about  in  the  Uttle  rings  of 
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eaquiiers,  gloriously  happy  at  last  The  cards  khe 
ns«Mlly  got  up  her  sleeves  were  so  rarely  trumps. 
The  lions  she  usually  collected  were  so  apt  to  have 
no  real  roar  when  you  got  them  gambolling  among 
your  guests,  that  this  debut  was  as  a  surprise  packet 
to  a  child. 

"Where  does  she  come  from?"  said  a  handsome 
old  peer,  with  some  yellow  tinting  in  the  grey  of  hw 
whiskers. 

"  I  bdieve  she  was  fished  up  out  of  the  sea,"  fluttered 
Mrs.  Alec.    •♦  They  say  so." 

"Where?" 

"Off  the  coast  of  France,  someone  said,^but  I  mustn't 
say  wha" 

"But  she  isn't  French,  is  she?" 

"Three  miles  that  side  of  the  Channel  limits  the 
fishing  boats,  doesn't  it?"  she  replied.  "I  suppose 
anyone  found  on  a  crested  wave  in  the  fishing  boundary 
of  any  country  would  count  as  belonging  to  it" 

"Waves,  waves?  Well,  well,  she  looks  like  it,  the 
way  she  billows  and  surges  and  ebbs.  Rather  a  nice 
fiury  tale — I  mean  mermaid  tail — to  invent  about  a 
lady,  only  mermaids  can't  dance  for  obvious  reasons  t 
Come,  Mrs.  Alec,  you  must  embroider  it  a  bit  Tell 
us  where  she  got  her— >feet!" 

He  passed  on  chuckling,  to  the  rapture'of  Mrs.  Alec, 
who  thought  she  had  made  him  laugh,  and  all  the  time 
it  was  his  own  joke  which  was  filling  him  with  joy. 
Still,  the  credit  would  come  round  to  her  after  all.  She 
felt  that  she  was  getting  along  splendidly  to-nig^t 
She  could  have  hugged  La  Nellguin  for  being  so  talked 
about  If  only  the  other  lions  one  schemed  for,  and 
pandered  t(^  and  put  up  with,  would  always  bdiave 
so  well  t    As  a  rule,  they  had  such  Cads,  such  notkMM 
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«f  <■•«  with  fl^  to  ttSTirT™^  '"'«*  fa 

'  hate  eenius."  Mr.    ai       .^  *  *****  menu? 

un«anageaS?X3?s^:Lt:^^'-  "''  ^  «> 
*«  too  awful  for  wordT  Jf^,'*^'*^  ^"^  themsclvc, 
to  pay  a  better  cook  onw    :       ^"^  **"  '  »halJ  have 

for  years,  but  what  ZlTZ      ^f  Z'*'"'"*^  "^  *>**? 
writers  and  singes  ^d^ll.^VT  "^  ^^^ 
more  often  thaS^e^^J' J^««»»?'    They  fail 
of  the  risk.    What  doXv   '  ^  ^ "  «^***^»K  ««d 
Nothing.    MyTu^;;,^f,ff'^y««fortheArts? 

_  But  this  Jil  warrrrl^'\^*^L  J"T  *°.'"""" 
I^y  PhilKppa  and  tCk  her     A^'.^u'*  *°  *^" 
come  round  to  the  pZrl       \,  ^."**  *"  ^^  '^©uW 
*  benefactor!  "'*^  *"**  «»»«  ^'ould  d,i„e  .5 

ort^nt  '^t^L^r'  «t  '^^  *'  '^  *»P  tree 
thing  Hke  one  of  thel^  ^i^^of'SS^^.  »'  »"^- 
on  one  or  two  afternoon  ^  •  ***  ^^'  ^Mowing 
women's  dubs.  tSSTiaf 'Sr*'  '"^  "^  ^'^^ 
«*«  had  turned  ti  LJS  of  ^"^  to  her  that 
?e  time  that  she^T^.°/ »«f!«^  All 

*»««  had  the  eyeof^«f  !r  "^  ""**  impersonating  she 
which  was  onTof  he^J^rrr  "^"^  consciZ,^! 
glittering  cro^d  ' '"  ^^^  S''?^'  -  the  massj^' 
»«rime«t  and  vivaci^  thf  .!f '  ,*"^  *«>»«»»  the 
was  aware  of  certain  fS^s  *r/  ^  Performing,  she 
defined  personaJi^  s/fSt     '**'"  """"^  «>loured  and 

«»t  holdmg  her  sub-conscfoushess 
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like  the  stronger  figures  in  a  dream.  That  was  her 
method  of  becoming  acquainted  witii  the  nuance  of 
any  one  person,  the  details  being  acquired  later  on ; 
and  she  fell  into  it  now,  at  the  height  of  her  perform- 
ance, as  naturally  as  though  she  were  a  passive  on- 
looker  and  critic,  and  not  the  centre  of  it  all  herself. 
To-night,  of  these  cloudy  impressions  of  personal 
forces  in  the  room,  there  was  one  which  was  faintly 
irritating,  antagonistic.  She  felt  that  with  a  sense 
of  chill,  the  while  she  acted  and  danced  a  famous 
woman  Socialist  with  incomparable  grace  and  humour. 
Horrid,  that  chill — twirl,  trip-trip,  pirouette,  chassez — 
a  iHiite,  earthy  face  against  a  curtain,  far  at  the  back, 
that  located  it— jump  on  to  the  small  table  and  stand 
there  as  cm  a  hustings  and  pretend  to  harangue  a  street 
audience  in  rhythmic  dumb-show— heavy,  that  eartiiy 
v^te  face,  watchful,  hard  and  gloomy,  and  afraid. 
One  was  sure  afraid,  though  why?  Land  lightly 
off  the  taUe  like  a  iHrd,  act  fighting  a  policeman,  all 
in  the  steps  of  a  dance,  fall  back  into  the  music 
striking  up  the  tell-tale  air,  attention,  heels  t<^;ether, 
bow,  smile— done!  But  that  thing  of  fear  by  the 
far  curtain,  what  is  that  ?  A  second's  breathing  space 
in  the  shower  of  dapfung  before  one  b^ns  again— 
that  reveals  the  face  as  actually  a  face,  that  of  a  man, 
fair,  not  very  tall,  very  well  built  Not  to  be  clearly 
recognized  at  this  distance  over  this  sea  of  waving 
fans  and  shimmering  jeweb,  and  the  black  and  white 
Uurs  of  evening-clad  men.  But  an  outline  that 
suggests  a  locality,  that  turns  the  pale  shining  oak 
of  this  brilliant  room  into  a  beach-line,  the  moving 
scintillation  of  the  guests  into  the  unutteraUe  gl^ter 
of  |he  Channel,  the  waving  of  fans  to  ^  flutter  of 
pogmwrs  du  Aams  on  a  wadiing-line,  and  the  lai^- 
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i"totSrtL^«!r'""'*'^  "•*»'•  B*ck  again 
"Other  n^s.t't^l^'lZT'r'^  ^^' 
out,  up  and  down  w\n!i  .u       n  *"**  ~""^'  '"  ««<» 

bought  to  a  dat^lriS/Tt  *"^  '^^  *^'«?  « 
**»•.  a  close  of  hi^ht^  "^^"  ''°.'*'  *"  "P~"«o« 
loosed  tongues.  '*"**  *^^  «'W«g.  encores,  and 

There  was  no  doubt  ahn»f  ♦!.« 
success.    She  had  omrftS?   **  completeness  of  the 
'^^'^  part^  wd  L  ?«       '^  '~*'*^  **»«  Under  Sec- 
^S  tra^n^ed^^J^""^"  "''**  ^^»  g»«»t-.  was 

she  stood  bo^J^nS^.—    "u"^^  ^*"^»  ^'«»  ^er  as 
to  her  appS!     ^  ''"''"^  ^^'  ^^'  deprecati„gly 

W  Sf^aSjrm'S^^^^^^^^^         ""^^  '""'*«'  '"^^  'o 
little  simulated  l^.^^r.  .       'f^"  »"»tead  of  the 
flattering  curiosin^hfal^^:"  7^°"*  '^  *he 
P»«se  she  acceoterl  «.»i!-  ^      '  *"**  after  a  second's 
exit  on  the^t  ma^?Ll'|l"'rP^-^'  ^*«^y  «ttle 
the  left  of  iS^n^s,^'"'  ^T^''^  '°  *^  "8^*  *»<* 
Aces  cn,wding  on  e^rsi?.  ^*\P'«'«^  and  curious 
hy  the  blue  curti^^n     :^ e^,^.*"^  °"'  «*'  **»'^  «nd  door 
few  seconds,  buT^  was^^Z^lf  °^^»  ^^^  but  a 
«««e  of  h;r  fatL     ArrivS^af  .f  *  "'^  '"^  ^**^  *»« 
glance  turned  to  that  efrthv^Kv  ?*"  *^"''"'"'  »»«'  ^^ift 

chas^srchSr^*?"  £^  ""r'^-  '^'^  '-'^  *>"<^«ed 
-passed  bet^-STet   ^^TrS  « t^^^" 
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aefMniled  bjr  cer>iiries,  mis^t  stare  at  one  another, 
roused  sunultaneously  by  the  same  trumpet  blast, 
otherwise  unaware  of  an  introduction.  They  stared, 
each  with  the  vagae  blankness  of  moribund  feeling, 
yet  in  the  wide  blue  eyes  of  the  man  by  the  door 
thwe  was  also  fear,  a  horrid  curling,  shattering  fear. 
He  was  pressed  back  against  the  curtained  wall  as 
though  to  get  himself  wedged  into  it  Clearly  he  did 
not  want  to  be  seen.  Yet  very  clearly  he  must  look, 
against  his  will,  utterly  perhaps  against  his  interest*. 

The  head  of  the  dancer  turned  away  quickly,  with  an 
elevation  of  the  rounded  diin,  otherwise  the  full  care- 
lessness of  a  laugh  and  nod  in  response  to  the  crowd 
of  men  by  the  door  was  unimpaired. 

Her  grave  and  great  host  conducted  her  past  all 
these,  and  gave  her,  with  a  bow  and  some  warm  thanks, 
in  chaii^e  of  a  cloak-room  maid,  and  she  was  left  alone 
with  her  marvellous  triumph  and  the  ghosts  of  Lisy- 
sur-mer. 

She  stood  still  a  moment  to  unclench  her  tightened 
fingers,  and  to  still  the  furious  pulsing  of  her  heart, 
while  the  maid  began  to  put  her  wraps  upon  her. 
Otherwise  she  made  no  outward  sign. 

But  away  in  the  long  scJon  one  man  was  saying  to 
another — 

•*  But  I  say,  Finroy,  isn't  she  quite  stunning ! " 

"Stunning,"  said  Nigel,  and  meant  it  quite  literally. 
His  hand  was  not  yet  steady  after  it 

•*  They  say  she's  a  mjrstery,"  the  other  man  went  on. 
"  I  tried  to  get  it  out  of  Gates  where  she  came  from 
and  what  sue  is,  but  he  swears  he  doesn't  know  himself. 
Nobody  seems  to  know,  or  else  they're  paid  to  make  a 
mystery  of  it    Probably  it's  a  dodge ! " 

"  Probably." 
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«y»teiy,  eh?"  ««"««*es  catch  on.    A  Wt  of 

"Amystdy.yes.- 

"rth,  if  T  fi;*„r^  l»rtiaU«  ■n.y««y-  play  u> 

«« j»  h.t  and  A  «5 1;::^,^^^,^ ^  s:r-^ 

Hh  roundly  built  eood.InnU^.  ,    ""  ™*  street 
•«1 »»  waited iSoi*^^**^ «•«? «><l ••l.y, 
•Hfc  icnrd  to  dJ^Sl^^  ^*"  "naedngly,  with 

fame  poisiUe.  <»l»city  that  alone  makes 

'^  *»  tbe  S.  U.^  to  life       '~''  '"^'''  '^P- 


»7» 


CHAPTER  XIV 


*'Z<  ecemr  «  stt  raisms  fui  la  raism  Me  etmnmtftu.'* 

PAICAt. 

IN  the  cloak-room  the  breathless  dancer,  suddenly 
energetic,  waved  the  maid  aside  and  robed  herself 
rapidly  in  a  long  lined  coat  of  grey,  and  put  a  dark  fur 
toque  on  to  her  hair,  changed  her  shoes  with  business-like 
celerity,  and  hurried  out  into  the  night,  by  way  of  Ae 
humble  hansnn,  to  the  Underground  Railway,  in  which 
she  travdled,  grave  and  absorbed,  to  the  Mansion  House 
Statimi.  Here  she  al^hted,  and  hurried  along  the  dark 
streets,  and  went  up  Litany  Lane.  She  stopped  a  few 
doors  up,  {MToduced  a  latchkey,  by  which  she  let  hersdf 
into  a  narrow  house,  next  door  but  two  to  the  Sister- 
hood. 

The  ground  floor  was  occupied  by  dlioes  connected 
wiA  one  of  the  wardiouses  that  adjoined  at  the  back, 
and  she  went  straight  up  two  flights  of  the  uncarpeted 
stairs  to  a  coui^  of  rooms  on  the  third  floor.  She 
entered  die  first  one,  a  dubby  little  sitting-romn,  cS  no 
preteMJons.  Here  sIm  turned  on  the  gas,  whidi  was 
burning  low,  and  poked  up  the  remnants  of  a  fire,  and 
looked  round  defian^. 

The  floor  was  strewn  here  and  there  with  bal^'  toys 
of  a  homely  sort — a  cane  rattle,  a  woolly  sheep  with  its 
features  lidced  off,  a  ddl  in  rabbit  fur,  much  die  worse 
for  wear,  and  one  radier  shabby  shoe. 

"La  Nellguin's"  defiance  seemed  to  be  directed  at 
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down  the diL»;....      "^^  "  moiMnt  before  goiw 
of  XJr  ^  ^^  «•  ""wer  henelf  M  a„S 

thought  «KMe.J^f  tt.  c,"'' *'"°r«<"'«  ri-e-    She 

Not  the   Site™   ^^J^  ^^  ^-^f.  «»  '•oor. 
^hjath.,,  ^  „,,  ^i^     «I.  it  o«l,  ,0., 

he  is  q„1^  ^aSj  ^°  r"??;  J^t  to  tell  you  S 
^^^„  c,  ana  was  peacefully  sfeepfag  at  the  hut 

h^rhaSTtoSrS?:  1^4^  «««-...-«  drew 

>»-i^"t^.rrtrd:^.^r-'-.ou-ept 


i  **">«'* 
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«  Ok  yM"  She  went  further  back  into  the  shadow. 
A  itreet  kunp  flickered  in  at  the  fanlight  and  made 
chequers  in  the  narrow  halL  She  dkl  not  want  his  eyes, 
flowing  with  some  enthusiasm  of  his  own,  to  see  the 
anger  in  hers. 

*'He  was  splendM!"  he  said  warmly,  still  watching 
her  as  iar  as  he  was  able.    "  He  never  cried  once,  Sister 


"All  right  Thank  you.  Father.  But  you  haven't 
asked  me  about  to-night";  her  tone  was  half 
pettish. 

"  I  thought  you'd  want  to  know  about  the  boy,"  he 
replied.  "  The  first  night  of  parting  from  him  i  Other 
people  woukl  have  wanted  to  know  i " 

••Ye-cs,  well,  now  you've  told  me,"  she  answered. 
"Havent  you?  I'm  glad  he's  all  right  So  he  ought 
to  be  good  with  Sister  Kate  She  is  an  angel  with 
chikhvn.  Father,  it  was  a  success  to-nig^t  i  Gk^knis  I 
Better  than  any  of  us  dreamed  of  I  I  could  hardly  get 
away,  they  were  so  excited  about  me." 

He  stood  with  his  arms  clasped  behind  him,  and 
k)oked  down  at  what  he  could  see  of  her  in  the  fanliffht 
flkker.  ^ 

.  "Was  it?"  he  sak)  skmly.  Then  after  a  minute,  ••  I 
suppose  it  was.  Glorious  I  Intoxicating  I  The  lunacy 
of  vanity.  I  coi^patalate  ycm— not  your  guardian 
angdi" 

The  street  light  caught  the  g^eam  of  some  small 
brillianti  in  the  green  comb  and  the  pouting  line 
of  herrad  month  and  i»etty  chin,  otherwise  the  »Mrk 
chHid  of  her  hair,  wi&  her  head  bent,  cast  tmr  eyes 
and  brow  into  dudcy  abadom.  Sbc  played  cnnly 
with  the  ends  of  bar  boa. 

"Yoti  tnff  am  everything  in  a  Chureh  way,"  i^ 

W  Iff 
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Hit  tnwjn.  cuie  Oowly.     "Why  AouWnt  I  be 

yoof  talent  and  bringing  It  out  toa  HedldaUUuJ 
I  am  only  the  guardian  of-all  the  lot  of  C"  b^ 
^ughed  a  little,  but  constndnedly.    ThLl^n^ 

kL,^h^^*!J!;  her  expresrion  and  faUIng.  ^ibe 
kept  her  head  persjptently  down  In  the  thadolr 

^Ing  to  an  Intente  tendeme...  -XSTourbuMyl 
^.n*  ^^  >:°"  •«  you  muttn't  expect  me  to 

•ocle^  party.  IVe  got  to  think  of  your  own  0^»^ 
turned,  haven't  I?»  ^  gewng 

wd  ralring  her  face  to  a  line  of  light  iT,^^' 

expratlon.  *  I'l'e  tet  myielf  to  win  fame  and  tucc^ 
to  get  money,  and  to  hold  my  own.  I've  w^^ 
for  it  for  nearly  th«e  yeart-^  ^,  u^  J^ 
rm  not  likdy  to  tun,  l^^y^ienTSi  ft-nSTKe 

extoa  thing,  thit  tuoceai  Ift  a  neoettity  rvTiS 
nothing  elte  in  the  wotid-^nc^^'uL  JS, 
tWUed  oddly  fh«  the  darkneT^^  rve":^  :£: 

««^?_.*"  *^^«^  kind  at  you  hare  been  whv  A^T 
111  iightf    III  fight  with  <Zme..,  STha^to*^ 
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ft  whh  my  naUf  and  teeth.  Nothing  but  deverneu 
wins— and  frightens.  Nothing.  To-night  I  got  in 
—the  first  blow."  She  paused  with  the  passion  of  her 
own  thoughts. 

He  tossed  his  head  in  the  way  he  always  did  when 
he  meant  to  shake  it,  and  said  nothing,  only  looking 
down  oompassionatdy  on  the  tumultuous  thing  in  the 
duKtow. 

She  din^ged  her  shoulders. 

"Oh,  and  ridiest— of  course  one  must  get  tibe  meins 
to  do  ft  all  well  That's  a  power  toa  And  I  shall 
have  that  The  agent  told  Brother  Terry  that  I  should 
be  run  after  night  and  day.  It  all  means  money,  quick 
money.    I  shall  be  rich." 

"And  little  Simon?  "he  said.  He  gave  a  sort  of  big 
sigh  that  ended  In  a  groan.  "  I'd  be  proud  to-night 
to  think  that  I  cook!  work  for  such  a  chikL"  His 
votee  fell  into  a  great  gentleness,  as  though  thinking 
•kMid.  "  I'd  think  of  all  I  coukl  do  for  him.  Educate 
him,  teadi  him,  make  him  grow  up  well  and  beautifid 
and  gtoriously  good.  Give  him  to  God,  to  serve  at 
His  aftar,  and  afterwards  make  him  a  priest  Make 
him  Ifttle  Saraoel,  the  sanctuary  child."  His  voice 
thrilled.  "Make  what  was  a  sin  and  a  woe  into  a 
^oiy  for  God.  You?ve  promised  me  that  already. 
Go  on  wfth  that  woric" 

"Yon  can  do  all  that,  Father,"  she  sakl,  but  less 
barshly,  a  Ifttle  touched.    "  That  !s  priesfs  woric." 

"IsftP^hesaid.    "  I  thfaik  a  mother  is  a  priest" 

There  was  a  silence. 

"If  yon  call  me  that  to-night  I  shall  scream,"  she 
said  very  fow.  The  two  slim  hands  hoMtng  the  ends 
of  the  fluffy  leather  boa  were  rigkL 

"  Wlqr  do  you  speak  so  ?" 
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Sh«  pftUMd.  thinking,  and  then  thraw  down  the  boa 
endi  caieleialy. 

*  Oh.  wdl.  wdl,  isn't  it  bMl  enough  to  har«  wanted 

S.^!.!^''  ■****  *°  **"*°  be-ipoilt  nice  that  at 
aie  ttart?" 

He  did  not  reply,  but  took  both  her  hand*  and  hcU 
»«»•  minute,  warmly.  He  fdt  her  heaving  under 
W.  rte^  hold  half  battling  againrt  it.  ^traint. 
half  at  her  own  fury.  He  «»ewed  the  twirty  eyrtifow 
into  a  iort  of  grim  Uttle  smile  in  the  dark  at  her 
•tnigglea,  and  then  suddenly  threw  down  the  hands. 

"Very  well,  I  skaU  hold  you.  but  by  the  cotds  of 
prayer,  whether  you  like  it  or  not    Both  of  you.  both 

J2S"' SJ  **!:  5^*° ''*»«"  y«»  •« ''"W  to  come. 
Good  night  now." 

He  opened  the  narrow  front  door  and  was  gone. 

She  heard  his  decisive  footsteps  go  neatiy  atone  the 
ptvement  back  to  the  church  buiklings. 

She  stood  there  a  minute  after  he  had  left  her  fn  the 
bam,  ^y  pasMge  with  the  chequer,  from  the  ian- 

^."*"'?"  ""^T^  ^  ^  "*«»»*  wind  on  the  faimp 
outsWe.  She  heard  the  big  ctock  of  St  Simon  Cord- 
wayners  chime  one  of  the  quarters,  and  knew  it  to  be 
]JMy  tate,  and  herself  suddenly  utterly  weary  with  ex. 

SSSTlr^,  ^^^  She  crept  back  up  the  two 
«ghts  of  stairs  with  a  step  that  showed  it  to  be  a 

phyrial  act  but  she  dW  not  pity  herself  at  all  She 
^  glorying,  ahnoat  savagely  gkwying  in  her  socoam. 
Shehad  meant  to  do  it  and  she  had  done  it  To- 
morrow she  would  do  more,  and  the  days  after  mora 
and  mof^  and  more  stiU.  She  went  back  into  the  small 
!?T  !?^  "S~^  ■** '•y  *»^  ^  »»  «»1  bed,  gtod 
of  ft.  but  without  a  regret  for  the  absent  chiW.  The 
Wngooms  of  the  worid  were  aU  going  to  be  hers,  as 
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wMpons  to  fight  thoie  who  had  trodden  her  down. 
To-n<ght  thqr  wwe  tpiwd  out  helbfe  her.  AUahehad 
to  wonhip  to  fet  them  was  talent,  pwh,  power.  She 
woaM  get  them,  then,  end  tread  on  her  enemies.  To- 
night ihe  had  trodden  on  Nigel  She  laughed  at  the 
remembered  it  She  fdt  as  if  the  had  put  her  pratty 
Uttle  foot  on  hia  lace; 

It  was  her  first  blow  back  for  all  the  blows  he  had 
given  her.  Deep  in  her  fiery  heart  were  treasured  up 
all  the  scenes  of  the  last  two  years  and  a  half,  the 
shame  that  she  had  not  felt  at  first,  but  which  had 
gradually  come  upon  her :  the  long,  silent,  brooding 
hatred  of  shame;  The  scenes  in  the  white  hospital 
ward  that  hot,  arid  August,  the  pitying  visito  of  the 
Sisters  and  Maggie  Higgler,  her  only  firiends;  the  first 
cry  of  the  infant  that  she  did  not  know  what  to  do 
with;  her  tears,  her  rages,  her  inward,  unutterable 
defiances. 

Then  the  home^xmiing,  back  to  her  friends  in  Litany 
Lane,  but  this  time  in  rooms  of  her  own;  as  an  in- 
dependent woman,  a  carpet-worker.  Her  shunning  of 
the  Brothers,  her  horror  of  meeting  Mr.  Majorson,  of 
finding  his  eyes  upon  her.  however  pitying,  as  they 
always  were.  But  he  had  said  very  little  then,  only 
lent  her  a  few  books,  and  seen  that  she  had  work  and 
women  friends. 

How  she  had  brooded  and  flagged  for  months  in  that 
long,  hot  autumn  over  her  carpet-making  I  How  they 
had  taken  the  dreadful  baby  and  christened  it  lor  her— 
Simon,  after  the  name  of  the  church.  How  they  had 
dedkated  it  to  be  brought  up  for  the  priesthood  if 
when  it  grew  up  it  shouM  be  wUling.  It!  She  coukl 
not  give  him  the  indivMuality  of  a  sex,  much  less 
dream  of  his  ever  having  a  will,  or  becoming  a  priest 

iti 
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Mlw  Mr.  Majonon.    She  lad  k*  A-«  ^  -j.  .  ^ 

MW  with  him:    To  ImhJ^^  ** ''*^  •'^ 

times  r«th»  rf«»ii  M^u         ^*  ■****^  ■  P»«»»y.  «oo». 

hmi^^  ^.*^  wh«,  Ae  hi  tdi«r^  her 
of  power  end  ctpedty  to  leern  that  the  hJ  neLTj 

u«J-l  V?^  T*^'»«*n<*  •driving  In  •flenceall  thn^ 
long  month,  of  sulTerinf  and  pimTptiti^ZJ^  ^ 
''Ottid  go  out  into  th«\«rM  -!Z  "^  V^l^^**"'*  ^^^ 
what  ihL  ^UA  u  /?  "***'»  ■**<*  *ow  them  all 
^nfL^tfi'^7?*!!!:  ""•  **'•  Majorwi.^i' 

hoped  for  her  and  meant  her  to  be  "«n«"«l 

r^t!!i:rcL^Z'','^^^^^' »-  <«-  not 

^rrssT'hisrt^ii^'^'^^ss;^ 

The  next  morning  the  wu  np  early  to  Dnnu.  fe* 
hf  now  uwal  tuition  fion  a  Dfo22L.i  ^S!!  ^ 
Chancery  Laiw.  Tfc-  !j  u  ,  P'7'"""oual  teacher  hi 
J^"»cwyj-*ne.  The  day  being  brilliant,  die  iMt  on 
h«  smartest  morning  costume  and  an  exto  l!LS;  k!J 
«Kl  went  round  to  the  Sisterhood  '^^  ^ 

frS  Se  S^JS^K?*  •^^  •««<*  Ae  had  wturnS 
pieTofW^iX'TtJelir^  „^JS; 

petted  friend  she  had  a  welcome  at  any  time. 
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To^y  SiHw  Kate  cmm  alimMt  running  into  the 
Uttte  bwe  waitin«.foom  with  its  high  blue  colour. 

wMh^  walk  Ml  im|K>Mibl«  olMgrapht.  happUy  hidden 
nrom  the  eye  and  tongue  of  Brother  JaUla,  and  said— 
'*Coae.  child,  into  the  Idndergarten,  and  see  what 
they  have  done  to  him  I" 

Netty  tripped  after  her  through  several  whHe  passages, 
with  here  and  there  small  shrines  formed  by  nk-hn  in 
the  walls,  containing  some  specimen  of  the  Cotd- 
wajmers'  carving  or  painting,  and  out  through  some 
tiny  cloister^  low  and  whitewashed,  and  into  a  school- 
room devoted  to  the  double  purpose  of  crkhe  and 
kindeifBrtaa 

It  was  noisy  with  the  chatter  of  innumerable  little 
tongues,  and  was  a  whirl  of  baby  movement  Heratwo 
Sisters  sat  playing  with  a  beautiAd  dark  chikl  of  about 
two  years  oM,  round-limbed  and  serious  of  mien.  His 
intent,  dark  grey  eyes,  that  in  some  lights  kwked  brown, 
were  Nelly's  own,  and  his  extremely  thick  hair  of  dark 
chestnut  was  hers;  but  there  was  a  nobiUty  about  his 
baby  ftatures  and  the  carriage  of  his  head  which  gave 
him  a  curious  distinctkNi  for  so  young  a  chiki ;  the 
squareness  o'  his  face  and  the  slightly  petulant  mouth 
akMie  recalled  another  fac&  The  adoring  Sisters  were 
having  a  joke  with  him,  and  had  rigged  him  up  in  a 
scanty  frock  of  new  red  flannel,  to  simulate  an  acolytes 
cassock,  and  had  placed  over  it  a  kmg-sleeved  tight 
muslin  pinafore,  laoe-edged,  and  sewn  up  at  the  back, 
thus  forming  a  tiny  ootta.  Uponhis  head  they  had  put 
a  hastfly  made  skuU-cap  of  red  flannel,  round  which  the 
dark  fluff  of  his  hair  hung  soberly  on  to  his  shouklers 
like  a  Uttle  French  priest* s.  Into  the  dimpled  fisto  of 
thb  toy  thurifor  the/  had  put  a  tiny  wool-case,  censer- 
shaped,  and  of  sUver  filigree  work,  with  lltde  chains, 
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••"W**  •«Mrty  Witt  iTLTX  i?  .f'**  ■«*•• 

»»««  of  the  v«,^!SS  5;*  "f  ,«"*"*«>. «  the 
«*«*•.  with  »l»J2Si;J,n!f!?."*~  "^  «*«  owe, 

;;;»"■*•  •ta*««he,r:h,trri:s:?^ 

**»  to  her  own  phyifeal  In..  kJ^Z-TT^  ""  "*"• 
^  who  acnnta  L/i-^  ""^  her  own  downtfeedh* 

»«di  I.»^r*^         •*"  """^  ■»  «n«l  Inter.,., 

•  »udden  rSuii bL^l^'^  ^ ^"^ ^ 
"  The  DtHAiJofPo^S^*  "^J^  "'«'»*  »»««. 
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ihe  WAS  wild  when  I  did  her  new  daagliter.in.lew 
thrawiiifftiiecarn«tionsl  And  I  only  got  it  fron  map- 
Aots  and  from  Brotlier  Terry  taking  me  that  day  to 
ne  her  at  the  New  Gallery.  Private  view,  when  there 
wai  a  portrait  of  her  vain  little  lelf  put  up.  and  she  wai 
mincing  about  in  front  of  it  i  And  everybody  rroognited 
Mrt.  Bathshaw  belbre  I'd  finished  even,  and  shouted 
with  laughter.  I've  got  a  whole  list  more  to  learn,  and 
I'm  going  with  Brother  Terry  to  study  them  one  by 
one.  Won't  it  be  fun  I  Oh,  it's  all  going  to  be  a  great 
success,  and  they're  all  writing  about  me  in  the 
papers  f* 

She  nodded,  kissed  her  hand  to  the  Sisters,  whose 
wondering  faces  looked  up  at  her  almost  as  quaintly 
and  uncomprehendingly  as  little  Simon's,  and  tripped  off 
to  catch  the  bus  that  took  her  to  her  lesson  in  Chancery 
Lane. 

When  it  was  over  she  found  Terry  Alders  vaiting  for 
her,  very  jubflant  and  full  of  last  night's  triumph.  He 
had  one  or  two  cuttings  from  papers  in  hft  oossession, 
and  kept  fingering  them  joyfully. 

*  Yes,  you  shall  see  them.  Come  out  to  lunch.  I've 
got  permission  to  Uke  you,"  he  said. 

'^Permissfon?" 

"  I  mean  from  the  Master  Cordwayner.  Come  along. 
There  are  some  types  you  can  study  where  I  shall  Uke 
you." 

She  pouted  a  little  in  the  cab,  putting  on  her  gloves. 

"HowbngshaU  I  have  to  ask  the  Master  Cordwayner 
what  I  may  or  may  not  do  ?"  she  asked. 

He  looked  at  her  and  whistled. 

"  You  can  whistie !  Phew  I  •  She  leant  back  in  the 
cab  and  dU  him  exactly,  the  whimsical  enquiry  in  his 
eyes,  the  quaint  astonishment    **  Still,  I  say,  how  long? 
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«*««».    A^t  bIL.**"  •"  *• '~rf-h  ftSrf 

Tl»erB  wit  a  paogg^ 

**  I  in  not  firather     r*..       >   . 

t  He  treat.  «e  Jik;  «  chfldT.  !i^* '^^  "^i- 
ir^ttogoout  into  Sw^^S^- J •«»•«»». 

^  <**y«.    I  m«M  ta    H^^^^  "Pon  me  fa  5e 


LITANY  LANE 

J  Voa  •kaU  «M  wluu  111  omIm  of  It."  Om  aiinrwed 
grimly,  and  mlkad  a  Uttk. 

-Ra^  aariydari  to  ba  talkinf  oT  going  out  into 
na  world,  too,  said  bar  companion  nimlnathdv. 
"Yen  only  bagan  in  public  a  montb  ago.  and  wa  dldnt 
knoar  qulto  wbat  a  furora  you'd  create  Nobody  could 
be  fmit*  ture.  There'i  always  a  chanca  about  tlwM 
tWnp.  Lady  Philllppa  worked  the  Mart  Club  lor  you. 
which  was  a  jolly  start,  but  all  these  other  Ugw^  have 
come  along  by  a  sort  of  lucky  fluke.  It  seems  to  me" 

"Yn,  I  know.  But  there  an  the  'bigwIgB,'  and  I 
mean  to  conquer  them,  make  them  go  on  bowing  down 
to  me.  subdue  them,  tread  on  them,  kkk  them,"  she 
saM  savagely,  her  intent  eyes  level  with  the  hidden 
•pleen  of  a  recollection.  Was  It  the  earth4aoe  by  the 
curtoin  of  last  night?  Terry  was  going  to  make  a 
chafling  answer,  but  he  caught  the  kmk  of  memory  and 
stopped  himself,  remembering  what  bitteness  she  had 
gone  through  in  the  past  two  years.  She  never  spoke 
of  such  things.  Her  lack  of  loquacity  In  this  had  won 
his  respect    After  aU,  if  at  the  moment  of  her  first 

triumph  they  recurred  to  her.  wasn't  it  a  sign  of  what 

he  called  "decency  "of  feeling? 
Still,  she  must  not  be  dlstoyal  to  Majorson.    That 

was  aphase  of  her  mood  he  oouM  not  understand  and 

certainly  woukl  not  tolerate 
"  WeU.  dont  kfek  the  Father  Abbot,"  he  said  casually. 

•Mle  is  a  saint,  and  out  of  your  ken-and  mine  too, 

perhaps.    He  is  to  be  thanked  for  your  very  existence, 

and  has  a  right  to  be  the  master  of  It" 
"The  way  all  the  Brothers  worship  him f  she  sakL 

**  I  do  too,  of  course,  but  I  mustn't  even  wriggle  when 

he  orders  me  about  without  all  you  coming  down  on  me 

abouthlssplendidneul" 
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•^  Ymfve  bwn  tttfiint  for  a  lonf  tioM  now."  Majonon 
•s  mying  qnktiy,  a  grim  llttlt  twinklt  in  hii  ayo^  «  I 
gvMnd  you'd  umw  to  me  and  ask  outright  one  of  tht 
day^* 

The  naat.footed  brilliant  penon  on  the  other  chair 
poked  a  hcV  between  the  flagitonet  with  her  silk 

**  Then  you  are  not  angry  ?  " 
*•  Certainly  not    Becaute  you  wiU  still  be  under  my 
controL" 
She  started. 

"Oh.  but  I  mean  a  flat. away,  say  in  Bayswater.  all  to 
myself." 

"I  can  control  people  in  flats,  even  in  Bayswater." 

"  Bat  I  am  striUng  for-^-for  independence." 

"Strike  then."  he  said,  crossing  one  leg  over  the  other 
and  holdbig  it  as  he  looked  at  her  under  his  eyefaiows 
with  what  Terry  now  called  that  "  pinned-beetle-in-a- 
collection  "kMk.  "You  are  welcome  to  strike  You  are 
welcome  to  go  away  and  live  away.   Still  I  hold  you." 

"But  how?" 

"By  the  power  of  the  archangels  and  domfaiatioas 
who  have  you  in  thdr  keeping  at  my  years  of  desire. 
Now  I  My  prayer,  that  brought  down  the  driving  force 
of  God  into  you  to  give  you  strength  to  do  what  you 
have  done,  will  also  hold  you  fai  cords  that  you  cannot 
break."    His  tone  was  solemn,  almost  passionate. 

"ThenlmayreaUygo?"  sheasked. 

"Yes." 

"  And  leave  Simon  with  the  Sisters  for  a  time?" 
"  For  ever,  if  that  is  possible."  he  answered,  knitting 
his  odd  brows  and  searching  her  face.     "He  is  an 
olforing  to  the  altar.    You  go  out  into  the  workl  yourself. 
Waving  that  angel-child  with  me— as  a  hostage," 

lip 
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Mdlife  ^  ■*•■«' ••«y  to  her  ntw home 
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CHAPTER    XV 


_  "tw»tm  . 

7*m,  *jm  hum,  ktrjm,  kti 
U^»»Mtk^fkt0dmtnm, 


BtOWNINO. 


THE  clergy  ought  redly  to  narry,  If  only  to  help 
one  to  get  'off'  om*!  plainer  nleoefl,"  said  Ifn. 
Cato%«hnnlnt  herself  croeely.  ■«>  «rs. 

hI^^T.  "^^^  "  relations.-  said  her  friend. 

OKNvgli  out  of  date  to  marry  oneself.    They  went  out 

matriaionkilly.  abont  the  end  of  the  elghSS.  iuS  iSl 

nmr  really  come  In  again.    The  Church  Is  not  what  H 

-No.  StiU.  it  Is  very  reepectable  to  have  It  in  the 
fwnlly.  Eqiedally  when  there  are  many  girb  with 
only  smaUfcrtw«  to  provide  fer.  My  iS's  girls 
aow—not  Bfr&  Rawsoo'%  of  course,  they  go  to  Court 
Md  lead  a  lodety  life,  and  have  every  known  oppoc! 
SSSr*^  my  slstor  Mra  Hum-Wrlgley.  doS^ 
EMhIll  Her  dear  girls  are  rather  on  my  hands  just 
SST'woSd?  ^^"^  charming,  tweet,  dear  girl  in 

■l^mean  the  one  with  prominent  teeth  and  decided 

-Yes.  She  does  a  wonderful  Idnd  of  art  embroidery 
on  sacking,  and  goes  out  in  the  rain  carrying  brown. 
p»|»«r  paroels-what  couM  be  moi«  suitable  for  a 
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cJetgyman's  wife?    They  like  th^  vu    .^ 

insist  on  golosS.     A„H  ^^  "**'*  congregations 

scissors  at  twice  the  ,i«  0^5  L^*;:  °^  ^^'^^''^ 
women  connected  withX  diurihA^*'.  """■"'*«* 
proud  of  having  worn  rZ  k  ^.  ^""^  "**  "  '^•My 
for  four  y^r*  rT.r  ^*»"«-*^^o«>  coat  and  skirt 
and  comedo  stav^th  "*^^.  '*^^>'  ^**»  >»«  hai^ 
have  tho^t  aL^  Tu^^  *  ^^^^^^^-^^^  '  *ouId 
future.    ^I^eZ^'V/^'^^"'^>'  «»«»'  »«» 

be:      ?iW   L    J^r  -«  -'  -^-t  they  used  to 

Ritualists^anrSo&wtr^^*"^  '''««»^ 
">y  part.  I  am  a^a^'lil"  t'l'^P^^"'  '"^^ '  ^^^ 
for  their  poor-relief  «b^rip"L*°  .??  '^*'"  *  P""«» 
they  will  be  ready  tomTtML'^^*'^^^ 

often  as  not  it  i^  mnni        *  >^'"^~"*    »"»  as 

to  now. ««,  tovite,  S4  tfX,  ^"■^'"» 
«ver  find  out  U,  «,!  opi„io^T?.?r^'  ^    ^^ 
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Mn.  Gates  looked  across  the  room  to  where  sat  a 
^f^^i"^  cleric  of  about  sixty  yea„.  „oWi: 

I  Jj?'  ^     ^""  *^  ^^^  *»™»*»«»  f"  back  and  worn 
ri^tiylong  on  to  his  collar.     A  low  white  crlTt 

hands  with  which  he  gesticulated  gracefully  when 
^peciaUy  sympathetic.  He  leant  back  now  in^  de^ 
duur^eeply  sympathizing  with  an  excited  and  over^ 
dressed  lady,  very  stout,  but  "preserved."  who  poured 

J^JJT^  ,''°'^  °^":  ■  ^"P  °f  '«^  coffee.  B^ 
^"5iff?  ^  "^^^  •"  ^"^  discussion.  Mrs.  Gates 
considered  him  carefully  for  a  moment 

-  After  all.  they  are  talking  French,  and  that  is  Lady 

loSSTfolt*  T^  ™»«\"|ird  wife."  she  commented 
thoughtfully.  "Perhaps  I  have  >.n  wrong  in  push- 
ing  Gara  amongst  the  parsons  in  the  West  Their 
testes  would  get  smarter  naturally,  moving  in  such 

hJIT!   '  "^u*^  *55  ^'"t  End.-  said   Mrs.  Gates 

tTc^nZ     ~^";'.  ^"''  '^^^"'^^  ^y*  «*«>  fixed 

on  Canon  Slimson's  well  turned  out  figure.  "There 
if'sirV^  ''""u  ^*'  »«"g-b»g».  Why.  talking 
^IlT^r  5*  "*  ^^'^  ^"*^'  interesting  men  they 
call  the  Gordwayners!  I  know  Mr.  Ma^rson.  I'U 
teke  Gara  there.  And  he's  well  connected,  though 
«dd.  I  can  interest  her  in  the  East  London  Offering. 
She  would  understand  it.  I  expect,  and  could  promp 
me  if  I  went  wrong."  *^      *^ 

fk?\***"**  f°  "^^*^  *"d  Pleased  with  the  idea 
ttat  she  rose  shortly  after  and  left  the  hot.  crowded 
afternoon    party,   determined    to   write   at   once   to 
*  193 
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Ae  deidfct  Car.;   *nd  .bout  .  week  later  Utany 
W^wa.  Invaded  by  her  niece  and  heraelf  fa  full 

Mr.  Majorson,  to  an  unnerving,  running  commentary 
ofBrother  Jalfin...  had  the  pleasant  taskof  taS^^ 
guests   round    the   entire   set   of   buildings.   cfcSrS^ 

Md  the  superahous  gush  of  Cara  were  rather  trying. 

He   wished    them    anywhere   else,   but   tried    tote 

courteous  and  patient 

A  high  school  had  taught  Cara  all  that  there  was  or 
Zf  '"  ^  ^r^^  •*«"'  •"  arts-ethics,  sociX^ 
2^t?be*n?c«r  It  had  only  failed  to  teach  to 

To-day  she  wished  to  be  fascinating,  but  even  mote 
ri-wuhed  to  astound  and  startle  by  L  knoX^Tf 
evoyAing  shown  to  her.  Her  smart  little  aunt  seSed 
qmte  femmmdy  ip.orant  against  her,  and  was^ 

itt.^^^K,""'?'  ®~****'  J*^«"'»  ««**  wing  aTS 

.1«Z.      ?**  ""***  .•°"*  ^""t  to»«"tion  *nd  rough 
courtesy.    Cara  was  left  to  Majorson.  ^ 

«dd   ^.h*"  *"*^f*«^  *«  *»»«  problem  of  the  East,"  she 
said,  with  a  noble  expression  that  came  truculent 

partly  to  her  eagerness. 
"This  is  not  really  the  East,  you  know"  M.in..^^ 

a£!"'"!f-  r:!%"«i'^withi;rcX«ofi:s 

^^^^^  ^  ^'^  ""^^  ^^^  ^^  -tood  Justt^ 

WriS^'JS?''  tL**~"*  ***•*'"  **"«*»«*  Cara  Hume- 
^rif2^;lSr!rfT  "»«*  I  understand  that  your 
work  extends  East?    Some  of  your  people,  poor  clSa 
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«d^tho«  Md  creature,  who  work  in  City  officeMhe 

"That  I.  true  enough.    We  gather  in  «  peat  many 

J^k/**^!  ^!?"  *^'^''    H«  ProceededTteinS 
«>mething  of  the  Cordwayners'  "lunch  hour"  wwk 
supposing  her  to  be  really  interested,  and  his  own  mind 

?aJ!!!?  '^    *",^  *^'>'**"  °"«  ""^«  Eastern  lady  who 
hiid  tramped  up  from  her  marshes  and  entered  by  thaJ 
ghostly  City  gate  and  crossed  out  West  aeain  to  con 
quer  that,  taking  their  hearts  along  with  hT 

But  Cara  broke  in  with  a  string  of  statistics  with  re- 
^  to  poverty  and  crime,  rattied  off  at  such  a  pace 
thathewasfuddenlysUent  He  let  her  talk.  She  was 
•0  hardly  confident  and  theoretical  and  noisy  that  she 

mth?l  '^uZ  *^**^'*»;"^"8'  evidently.  After  all.  life 
might  knock  it  out  of  her,  he  reflected.  If  not  she 
would  end  up  as  a  Frubbert  This  prospect  seemed^ 
awful  a  punwhment  to  his  mind  that  heVould  afford  to 
be  patient  with  the  vicUm.  and  was  sa 

Aft»  an  exhaustive  afternoon  the  two  ladies  said 
^^rtT^I^  the  fussy  motor  waiting  outride, 
X^W^^'d^""*  "*''  "^"^  ^'-^^^  -*»  Mr. 
"  I  know  th«re  is  a  special  effort  being  made  for  the 
work  in  the  East  just  now."  she  said:  with  mdC 
jwectoes^  jThe  East  End  Offering!*  The  pS 
told  me.  Here  IS  our  little  contribution,  my  niece's 
•ndmim.    Take  it.  dear  Mr.  Majorson,  with  our  ^^ 

feiiTSl  r"i  T''*  "^  "^  ***i*«°"  looked  he 
foiwd  in  his  hand  an  unblushing  half<rown ! 

JdL^fLi'  "fif  to  give  the  secretary  at  the  coming 
gwtlen  fete  to  be  given  for  that  very  cause  in  iSt 
ground,  of  Fulham  Palace.    He  andTeror^d  I^ 
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fa  tfce  fiUI  JuneXn^Xn^S*  by  motor  bu. 
mt%A  ♦u;-     1        ""«™oon  glare.    London  was  crowded 

^,!!^,.\^  "^  «^  "«»<l"ly  «Med  to  be 

"^  of  F«alunn  out  of  which  glowiaTfoiS 

•"•yw  Kectatf.  Blue^embluaned  with  v«Ua»  l»»  .^ 

more  faced  n«f  irU.^.  *u  . .  .     7«iow  leo^  and 

•"  owi  necuues  thu  would  be  thought  poMible 
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WIS  profoundly  serious  and  verv  dianHi»A  7"^°°°^ 

even  the  bdd  Uttle  boy,.  ^    ^^^  '"  ""»«•• 

Emc^ngfiom  tte close. almost  stationaor traffic  of 

«»e  uy,  the  three  spectators  thc-irht  to  lo.*  tM. 

anvm  becMie  man  ud  more  tnrine  .1  h,  an-™. 
•WMi  Of  camagei  aad  motors  fliU  of  nllv  d^Irf 

DainUer  or  the  finest  p^^^JC -f^  ^,  "T?** 

t  when  they  reached  pXm^s^.^  "S^  ^T 

Larnaker  said—  ^^     *^  ^^  *^'**  "uddenly 

M  do  believe  they're  going  to  the  Palace  I " 

^^^y  in  also  and   became  one   with   the  pro- 
The  packed  spectators  on  either  side  became  speedily 
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^^^^^^l^ed    d«ur  "•  neceM„y  adjunct  to  U,  own 


Bu^Mr.  HiKler's  cart  and  family  blocked  upXbJ 

«wiy  in  her  nngmg  voice.     "What  are  they  doinJ 
- -A.  ^^Z^'"^  ""^^  them  to  let  us  pa«  I "  ' 

that?croSt^.S"Slt  M  '""r^  P~P^«  ^ 
•t  the  delay  -Wh^nJ^  .  ""  ?**"'  ""^  «"•«««* 
herelt^r     ^'«»"**'^»»t*«they?   Why«ethey 

Mr  ^HiZlT'u;^^  to  learn  good  manner..  lydy,"«Jd 
Mr.  Higgle,  hi.  eye.  on  the  donkey',  eak    « wS« 

yoS^f.l^un!?t  ^ZJ^'^'^'^  ^  ^*  ^- 
"Impudence!    Drive  on,  Hawkin. ! - 

at  ItS«r  ''^^T'  °^  '"**  '^^  "^'  «"'  P«»t  the  dray 
at  a  penlou.  angle,  so  rudely  near  that  it  ImockLd  o  J 

oTant.S:'cS"^'?'r '^^^'"^  und^Tewtet 
H.W?inL!^^*'.*"*'  ^  semi-bald  head  of  a  little 
HtoIw  boy  popped  up  out  of  the  bieach  Jth  .  hu^ 
and  mdignant  expression.  ^  *  '*"'* 

ywp«M  in,  along  the  short  avenue^  and  under  the 
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pa^^^t^'^K"^^^^*''  *^"^y"  **»«  spokeswoman 
^velyproch^med  their  reasons  for  coming  to  Major- 
■on.     He  had  sent  Larnalr«>r  »r,A  t  .  "**J"' 

Palace  i-amaker  and  Terry  on  into  the 

ii^^lz'z'::XT'  '"^  '^ ""''  '^  ••"  «°-' 

l^^rif  'I  ••«»>Wt-skins,"  put  in  Mr.  Higgler 
"And  this  being  called  an  East  London  Offering 
"'ATd^^e^'r'^^C^'-dMutt^ctSn^^ 
n..f  r  i^^'."  ''^  ^°'''*»"«  »«ong»t  us  down  there  " 

"We  thought  we'd  bring  our  little  lot.  tnn  f«  -i. 

yo^'^W«t'Z!*'' '"™'  •  P"')'  of  lyli"  not  too  by. 

s«Hl  Mr  H^gler  aside  to  the  donkey.  '^' 

like;  filtTfJif"  "T"  ™"  ""i  «««nfcs  and  them- 
boSle  of  riLr^'-  S^  "^''  ""^f  •  "'o'en  rabWtTa 

Hkr^^^-!J    *"*  "ow  rose,  little  dusm»Ionred 

•««««.i^:jtj:Vco^4 '«-'''-'  "*■ 
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SLinSLi?^    "•,'"«' «°  «ind  oa  Ui  own  to  do  2^ 
tt*«.lm.l«,„Io„g.    Anowaie«lofthe<lonk«5 

oolteTL!!?    *?■  ??  ^>^™W«  •nd  Ulin,  k»t  but 

ftely  figure  to  epi«»p.i  MSrVM^\^'^ 
"d  cm.,  the  y«d  towrt,  S™!         *"  *"  "~^ 

"He  u  comtog,"  cried  Mra.  Hinrler   riio.ri.„  i. 
J^w.  into  U„  rib,  ^-MinXdlilf  JtJ^ 
heeds  n»e  up  open-mouthed  from  over  the  mound  rf 

Xrd'rs^^2ir-p--.r!rit 
Jt^srir-hisTr-enTuJarj^ 

tongue  .uddenly  „d  curioudy  .STS  o  J 
He  d»ok  their  hand,  ud  with  a^*.  1™^    ™- 

jCnr.L"?r.--S^5^£ 
r:si^be-^------t''t.^ 

The  little  boys  stayed  with  what  they  called  -the 
moke,"  guarding  the  glories  of  the  offeriS^.  ' 

The  scene  on  the  lawn  was  immense.  Mr.  Hi«rler 
J^t  "Jdrjervous.  but  proud  as  man  was  n^^SS 
bdoie,  carrying  his  lustre  teapot  in  both  hands  •  mI^ 
Higgler,  sutely  and  hands^^Tcarodng  he?tb^^ 

too 
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flofy  of  her  Reckitf s  Blue  drew  maidng  itaelf  aliiKMt 
hewd  in  tbe  great  garden  full  of  chiffons  and  chatter 
and  fadUon  and  beauty.  And  between  the  pair,  atiU 
holding  an  arm  of  each,  the  indescribably  enthusiastic 
iace  of  the  Bishop,  laughing  out  to  the  guesU  at  this 
triumphant  represenUtion  of  the  East  for  which  they 
were  all  workii^. 

They  made  a  dramatic  and  exdting  progress  to  the 
principal  tent,  at  which  the  treasurer  of  the  Offering 
was  seated,  and  the  lustre  teapot  was  solemnly  presented 
by  Maggie,  and  a  description  of  the  rabbits  and  hydran- 
geas  outside  run  in  in  asides  by  Mr.  Higgler. 

Majorson  had  followed  the  group,  and  in  the  congratu- 
lations and  merriment  of  the  crowd  he  had  to  come  up 
and  solemnly  hand  in  Mrs.  Alec  Gates  and  Cara's  half- 
crown. 

He  did  manage  to  do  it  seriously,  but  upon  emerging 
from  the  laughing  crush  round  the  costers  and  the  Bishop, 
he  caught  sight  of  the  fussy  figure  of  that  benevolent 
lady  and  the  large  teeth  and  flying  green  scarf"  of  Caia 
as  tixcy  stood  talking  to  an  unfortunate  clerical  capture. 

"Yts,"  Mrs.  Gates  was  saying  gushingly,  "I  don't 
know  kcw  I  should  get  through  all  my  charity  work  but 
for  my  dear  niece.  She  is  such  on  authority  on  the 
East  End.    She " 

Upon  which  he  basely  fled.  In  the  disUnce  the 
hosts  of  Miss  Finny  and  Miss  Frubbert  prowled  and 
prowled  around  amongst  the  tents.  Flight  was  abso- 
lutely  a  necessity.    Where  should  he  go  ? 

A  glimpse  of  the  low-growing  rose  bushes  away 
beyond  through  the  Tudor  arch  in  the  long  red  wall 
^ed  to  caU  him  to  them,  and  he  strayed  into  the 
Bwhop's  fruit-garden  and  walked  between  its  stiff"  box 
borders  with  his  hands  behind  him,  and  thought  and 

SOI 
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Ctote«d  ..Hi  rtOl  1,  tay  ta  th.  dwun  of  th.  «una«, 

nnS^S-u^^  befriended  in  their  different  wayiTAfld 
W  ot!  ^  I"?  t'^^-  both.  I»d  risen  by  kL  Wp  «2 
^Si^if  "'t^'^L^  of  wealth  ^  frivSty  IS 
faS!^  !l  which  t<Ml«y, pusin J  um,„^h  London 

W«duhf^^!rr  *^.^"'"~^  That  remained 
S«^  lw!!SrT^  than  ever  his  duty,  though  the  had 
^Jj;^;^f  to  go  out  of  hi.  i«„edia?  ca«  IS 

Li^  ^^"^  '*"!  "**  "K***^  'Without  her. 
«  ae  J^o^'j^^i^f^  one  looted  .p 

"**"  •«*<»  of  Ivgone  Bidiops  of  Loodoa, 
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oadar  tb*  trees  where  they  had  walked.  The  distant 
strains  of  the  band  floating  vagudy  over  into  Us 
musings  alone  recorded  any  particular  year  and 
century.  He  hardly  listened.  He  let  the  dreamy 
place  tell  him  its  own  low-toned  story.  The  voices  of 
the  old  dead  Bishops  spoke  across  the  beds  of  stocks 
out  of  the  eternal  far  away :  "  We  were  here  for  a  little 
space,  and  then  away,  onward.  We  did  what  we 
could,  we  Churchmen,  falteringly,  failingiy,  anxiously, 
courageously,  for  the  others:  we  tried  to  bring  them 
the  k>ve  of  God.  If  we  sometimes  failed  ugh  our 
humanity,  we  also  triumphed  more  often  nd  more 
gteriously  by  the  same  token."  Broken  hints,  broken 
dream-phrases,  soft  ghosts  of  suggestion,  coming  down 
those  long  flower-bordered  walks,  haunted  by  the  spirits 
of  just  men  made  perfect  Over  by  the  dried-up  stone 
well,  against  the  red  wall  heavy  with  fig  trees,  they 
mis^t  almost  have  bem  seen,  had  one  looked  up  in  the 
afternoon  hush,  walking  two  by  two,  those  grave  old 
ecdesiastks  in  their  square  Tudor  dress,  noiseless  and 
calm  with  eternal  eyes. 

They  brought  their  balm  to  him,  for  it  was  his  own 
humanity  that  made  him  suffer  now.  For.  as  the 
warm  summer  wind  came  fluffing  round  him  in  float- 
ing airs,  then  departed,  and  returned  again  laden  with 
the  sudden  overwhelming  sweetness  of  the  stocks,  he 
knew  that  the  thing  he  had  believed  to  be  pity  had 
come  back  to  him  laden  mightily  with  love. 


But  on  going  home  Mrs.  Gates  turned  to  Cara  and 


I'm  gfaul  we  put  in  an  appearance.    That  is  always 
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•"•i  d«jr,  IT  one  li  anybodv     If.  _h.  .t^ 

"""b  about  ^  !ZZ  ^S^'..*"  "^«  "«««' 

for  hlmaelf  Tn!J!  :*  •  "**  ^^  "®'  «  "^o*^  to  say 
1^  toSrJf  1 1^!L  '  r  ^"^l*  ^"^  ***  »»«  avoided 
h^lSSp^v  '?;?**  °*"^^^'' »"•»•"  She  shook 
he  doTin^^;  Z  ^T  *=«^««"y  »o«  than 
•IwawwL^I*  A5V?*""*^"^««>*t.  They 
•iw«y.«.entit.    And  particularly  clergymen,  who  t^ 
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•Iwijfi  10  Mir-oplfiionatad  and  over^onlldent    And. 
poor  men,  10  limited!" 

"I  thought  you  liked  them?"  nid  Mm  Gates  won- 
deringly. 

Cara  shrugged  under  her  green  scarf. 

-Sodal  work  interests  me."  she  said.  "But  the 
Church  doesn't  really  understand  social  work.  I  met 
such  an  interesting  man  to-day  in  the  Trigneys'  party. 
He  is  sou  jiing  half  literary  and  half  artistic,  and 
rather  poHucal.  and  rather  sociological,  and  so  deep. 
He  quoted  Omar  Khayyim." 

*  I  saw  him."  said  Mrs.  Cates  crossly.    "  His  boots 

"Really,  Aunt 

*  Really,  Cara.  And  his  collar  was  flannel,  the  colour 
of  a  duck's  egg,  and  he  thumbed  everything  he  touched. 
I  think  the  Trigneys  picked  him  up  abroad,  but  they 
are  rich  soap-boilers,  and  might  be  expected  to  pick  up 
anything."  "^ 

"  Certainly;  they  met  him  in  Algeria,  they  said.  They 
were  charmed  by  his  knowledge.  He  is  a  perfectly 
wonderful  exponent  of  Eastern  ethics  and  philosophy, 
I  believe.    His  conversation  was  most  cultured." 

"Perhaps.  But  why  were  the  tops  of  his  boots 
canvas?  And  when  did  he  last  shave?  His  chin  was 
like  the  roller  in  a  musical  box.    Really,  Cara " 

*  Really,  Aunt,  you  have  no  soul,  none  whatever  I " 
"Well,  at  any  rate,  I  have  a  milliner  I"  said  poor 

Mra  Catet,  goaded  at  last  to  retort    "  You  never  have 
both  together,  evidently  I " 

But  from  that  moment  Cara  began  to  conceive  faint 
notions  of  giving  up  her  interest  in  Church  questions 
and  taking  up  a  "  soul  "—two  quite  distinct  professions. 
The  long  green  scarf  tL*t  she  wore  to-day  was  the 
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fint  en^  of  this  new  dep«t„«.  I,  wooU  be  fi>llo«ed 

S^J^i       **'.  ""^  *'»  «ften,oon.  unfaten. 

.fthe3;^p,ewi,^t,:i  ""  """"^  *"*" 
stock-in-trade  a„H  TT  ^  "*  "**"  «*"•  ThB 
cSl  of  tlT^    .      t  '""  "'«"«  """"ks  about  the 

gOTgf,  would  soon  give  one's  friends  an  intent  hT 

^i^ddr"*^- -  -  WtS 
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"  ThoM  doest  almost  <mtmpate  my  heart: 
Jt  throbbed  for  thee,  and  here  thou  eomest;  let  me 
Deem  that  some  mthnown  injluence,  some  sweet  oracU 
Communicates  betxoeen  us,  though  unseen. 
In  aistnte^  and  attracts  us  to  each  other, " 

Bykon. 

T^HE  Princess  is  looking  younger  than  ever!" 
1       "Yes.     That  is  the  most  unmistakable  sien 
that  you  are  getting  old  in  these  days." 

"True  enough.  Perennial  youth  is  like  optimism. 
now«iays.  It  gives  you  away  dreadfuUy.  If  one 
reaUy  wants  to  pass  as  young  in  years,  one  shoukl 
have  all  sorts  of  cynicisms  and  unsatisfied  yeamines. 
and  a  hvcr  and  rest-cures  and  what  not  My  daughter 
IS  eighteen,  and  she  has  all  these,  and  looks  thirty" 

"And  you  look  thirty  without  them-there  is  the 
difference.    Who  woukl  love  eighteen?" 

The  two  guests  moved  across  the  lawn  in  the 
dir^on  of  the  royal  hostess's  seat  The  Princess 
Max  was  giving  a  garden  party  at  her  country  retieat 

*  5°?.5~T*"  *'°"^'  ''''*PP«^  »n  fook-ridden  elms! 
and  hidden  by  high  brick  walls  witii  iron  spikes  on 
tte  top.  It  was  on  the  borders  of  Kent,  not  very  far 
ftom  Cobdenmere.  and  was  an  easy  run  down  from 
town,  even  for  those  guests  who  had  no  motors  and 

•?J^*"*  *y  t^e  special  train  provided  for  them. 

The  day  was  gloriously  fine,  a  day  of  white  flufly 
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clouds  saUing  over  deep  blue  skies,  a  day  of  warm 
«»  with  the  scent  of  hay  and  roses  flinging  themselves 
suddttily  across  the  senses,  a  day  when  the  far  tops 
of  the  Princess's  elms  looked  whitish  against  the 
intensity  of  the  dome  of  blue.  The  distant  strains 
Of  a  band— the  Grenadiers-seemed  to  hum  into  the 
murmur  of  insects  and  the  song  of  binls,  as  on  the 
wide,  shghtiy  sloping  lawn  the  sheeny,  many-coloured 
dresses  of  the  guests  mingled  with  the  banked  garden 
flowera;  deep  quaint  hedges  of  old-fashioned  blossoms 
and  flowing  groups  of  new-fashioned  beauties  all 
making  one  posy  together. 

The  Princess  sat,  according  to  custom,  on  a  chair 
placed  within  the  shade  of  a  cedar,  surrounded  by  the 
inembers  of  the  household,  and  such  guests  as  she 
chose,  after  the  first  formality  of  greeting,  to  summon 
for  the  special  honour  of  a  conversation.  To-day  the 
Lion  and  the  Unicom  were  kept  very  busy,  it  being 
the  Unicorn's  duty  to  go  in  search  of  required  friends, 
and  the  Lion's  to  patiently  offer  her  chair  to  them 
when  they  came. 

The  heat  and  glow  of  a  gorgeous  summer  had  in  a 
way  affected  the  poor  Lion.     She  looked  more  dead- 

*l!r  ^^^  ^^^  *"  ****  *"""'''  h"«n™ng  warmth  all 
about  her,  and  her  costume  of  mole  voile  over  drab 
silk,  with  a  remotely  receding  toque  of  slate-colour, 
added  nothing  of  Arcadia  to  her  appearance;  The 
Princess  in  a  white  French  frock,  with  the  undoubted 
coquetry  of  black  trimmings  arranged  with  ckic,  was 
looking  remarkably  well  She  had  even  so  far  relaxed 
the  severe  formality  of  her  usual  appearance  as  to 
have  added  a  large  crimson  rose  to  her  belt  She 
was  surrounded  by  a  court  of  men. 
"Captain  Reece,"  she  said,  in  a  moment's  pause, 
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beckoning  behind  her  chair  to  that  unhappy  official 
"please  tell  them  that  I  will  myself  witness  the  per-' 
foimance  of  the  new  dancer  in  the  marquee  and  will 
speak  to  her  afterwards." 

Captain  Recce  assented  reverentially  and  started  on 
one  of  his  anxious  pilgrimages  with  promptness.  The 
marquee  was  some  distance  from  the  hostess's  seat,  and 
he  had  to  dy  through  a  shrubbery  and  across  two  lawns 
before  he  reached  it  Here  he  found  a  little  company 
of  entertainers  and  their  assistants  busy  getting  things 
ready  for  their  performance,  being  har  d  by  excited 
servants,  and  by  all  the  infinite  shortcomings  of  a  stage 
erected  on  dried  grass,  under  a  flapping,  heavy,  ill- 
lighted  tent  The  green-room  was  composed  of  a  solid 
thicket  of  rhododendrons,  now  in  full  flower,  which 
grew  thickly  behind  the  spot  upon  which  the  marquee 
stood  Captain  Reec6  managed  to  get  hold  of  a  lesser 
and  more  frivolous  member  of  the  troupe,  and  to  deliver 
his  message. 

"  Well,  I  should  think  she  would  come  and  see  her  her- 
self I  "  said  this  gentieman,  raising  a  perspiring  blue  face 
from  a  battle  with  some  small  "property"  and  a  tent- 
peg.  « I  like  that,  when  all  London  goes  everywhere  to 
see  her!" 

"  Please  remember  that  I  am  the  Princess's  emissary," 
said  the  Unicom  in  an  ofiended  voice. 

"  Her  misery  ?  You  look  it  I"  murmured  the  irreverent 
mime. 

NeUy  was  called  from  the  leafy  shades  of  the  green- 
room, and  came  billowing  forth  into  the  sunshine  in  a 
gossamer  dress  of  fairy-like  painted  chiffon.  She  was 
engaged  in  tugging  on  a  pair  of  gloves  with  immense 
care,  and  went  on  with  this,  raising  her  bright,  dark 
eyes,  and  smiling  up  at  him  with  modest  cheeriness. 
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Her  natural  candour,  combined  with  a  now  trained  and 
•ore  refinement,  constituted  a  charm  in  itself. 

The  Unicom  thought  her  shghtly  flushed  face  pretty 
—he  would  himself  have  called  it  "quite  engaging"— 
as  he  delivered  his  message  in  the  courteous  but 
monotonous  sing-song  of  his  race.  She  twinkled  up  at 
him  respectfully  enough,  to  all  outward  appearances, 
and  was  as  gratefbUy  gracious  over  the  Princ  's  order 
as  even  he  could  hope  to  find  her.  Naturally  he  did 
not  know  that  she  contemplated  "doing"  him  on  some 
future  occasion. 

^When    he    had    gone    the   gentleman    with    pins 

"  Fancy  keeping  a  Misery  I  The  old  kings  kept  fools. 
I  know,  to  make  things  lively ,  but  the  other  way  on  is 

c?*«  rV*"''  ""«*«"stan«J.  anyhow.    Do  you  feel  bad? 
Shall  I  fan  you?" 

But  when  the  time  arrived  and  the  many-coloured 
gUMts  came  flocking  into  the  tent  and  crammed  it 
Nelly  was  in  splendid  form.  The  consdousness  of  the 
black  and  white  frock  of  the  royal  hostess  in  the  front 
row  amongst  the  fluttering  dresses  and  flower  hats  gave 
an  extra  sparkle  and  dash  to  her  impersonations.  Any- 
thing very  seriously  personal  had.  of  course,  to  be 

""^^^.I".  ^"''^  *  P^'''^*  *"^  ^^^o"*  such  an  audience, 
and  Nellys  manager  had  fallen  back  on  some  very 
exq»::3ite  interpretations  of  well-known  historical  charac- 
ters specially  prepared  for  the  occasion,  and  the  music 
JT«^ially  written  for  these  was  singularly  dainty  and 

The  Madame  de  Pompadour  was  a  triumph  of  delfcate 
art,  of  shaded  coquetry  and  old-world  grace,  and  the 
now  famoi«  Nell  Gwynne  won  more  than  flattering 
tribute.    The  Princess  asked  spedally  for  an  East  End 

210 


LITANY  LANE 

corter  girl,  and  the  dainty  person  in  the  painted  chiffon 

fixKk  took  the  audience  by  storm  in  that  capacity. 

•*  Such  imiUtiveness  I "  everyone  said. 

When  the  performance  was  over,  and  the  crowd  of 
guests  had  rustled,  scented  and  eager,  for  strawberries 
and  cream,  out  again  into  the  sunlight  of  the  lawns, 
Nelly  had  barely  time  to  tidy  her  hair,  and  smooth  and 
cool  herself  down  in  front  of  a  mirror  fixed  among  the 
rhododendrons,  when  a  footman  came  to  conduct  her  to 
the  Princess's  presence. 

She  obeyed  the  summons  promptly,  and  found  herself 
conducted  to  just  inside  a  room  by  a  long  window 
opening  direct  on  to  the  lawn.  Inside  the  soft  shadows 
of  the  room  the  Princess  was  seated  fanning  herself  and 
looking  up  and  laughing  into  the  eyes  of  two  gentlemen 
who  stood  by  her  low  chair.  She  always  had  a  ring  of 
gallantry  about  her.  Miss  Augusta  Malins  sat  a  few 
paces  away  staring  drearily  through  space,  and  Captain 
Reece  guarded  the  open  door,  or  window. 

"  Ah,  here  is  our  good  dancer !"  the  royal  lady  cried 
«  Come  in  "  (she  said  «  Kom  "), "  I  wish  that  I  speak  to 
you,  with  much  thanks." 

Nelly  entered  shyly,  and  the  two  gentlemen,  lingering 
a  little  to  get  as  good  a  look  at  her  as  they  dared, 
moved  rather  unwillingly  aside.  She  stood  with  her 
hands  folded  in  front  of  her  like  a  schoolgirl,  her  bright 
eyes  fixed  on  the  royal  lady.  A  few  pretty  compli. 
ments,  the  phrases  rather  daintily  mixed  with  German, 
and  ttien  the  Princess  iiaio— 

"  Is  it  not  that  you  are  an  orphan,  yes  ?" 

"  I  am,  Madame." 

-  And  that  one  pick  you  up— forgive  me,  that  is  the 
story  they  tell  us— out  of  the  sea  ?" 

Nelly  ihook  her  head. 
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•It  was  only  a  muddy  gutter,  Madame,"  she  said, 
with  the  gfaott  of  a  twinkle  in  her  ahy  eyes. 

"Hohf  How  people  exaggerate  these  thii  ^'s.  Well, 
well,  IS  h  not  the  lily  that  grows  in  mud  ?  Her  of  the 
water,  I  mean.  So.  And  tell  me,  if  you  mind  not,  who 
it  was  who  found  you  so  ?  " 

Nelly  hesitated  and  glanced  round  to  assure  herself 
that  no  one  heard. 

"A  clergyman,  Madame." 

*  A  clergyman  ?    What  clergyman  ?  " 

"Mr.  Majorson,  of  St  Simon  Cordwayners,  Litany 

The  Princess  did  not  answer,  she  remained  very  still 
looking  at  Nellie,  and  a  slow,  soft  blush  suflused  her 
face,  and  the  agate-colour  of  her  eyes  melted  to  gold 
And  then  a  curious  thing  happened.    NeUy,  watching  her 
with  her  own  unerring  intentness,  saw  that  blush,  and 
read  in  a  quick  flash  of  illumination  and  wonder  what  it 
stood  for.     The  wonder  warmed,  opened,  and  spread 
into  her  own  heart  like  an  expanding  flower ;  with  it 
the  Uush  rose  softly  and  rosUy  to  her  own  neck  and  face 
also,  the  same  shining  dilation  came  to  her  own  wide 
grey  eyes  meeting  the  golden  ones  of  the  Princess.  The 
emotion  between  them  met  and  enveloped  them  both  in 
a  glow  of  its  own.    NcUy  tried  to  shake  herself  free  of 
it    What  was  she  losing  her  wits  about?    Might  not 
this  great  lady  mention  the  Father  Abbot  that  she  had 
defied  and  teased  for  so  long,  whom  she  had  left  of  her 
own  accord,  but  she  blushed  guiltUy?    And  why  blush 
because  another  paid  him  that  tribute  ?    It  was  stupid. 
It  was  idiotic      If  there  was  anything  between  the 
Princess  and  himself,  did  that  matter  to  her  ?  How  could 
it  matter?    He  was  old,  quite  oW.    He  must  be  forty 
or  more.    Absurdl    Yet  she  resented  that  royal  bhish 
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with  vague  fear  and  foreboding.  It  was  one  thing  to 
leave  him  to  work  out  her  own  way  in  the  world,  but  he 
was  hers,  hers ;  and  she  was  quite  his.  She  had  never 
questioned  that,  never  for  one  instant  connected  him 
with  another  woman,  much  less  a  rich  or  great  woman. 
He  was  the  friend  of  the  poor.  She  had  only  encoun- 
tered him  with  the  poor  and  the  workers,  whom  no  one 
counted  as  women,  at  all  events  in  the  Nelly  category. 
It  seemed  horrid  and  almost  treacherous  of  him  to  have 
inspired  all  this  when  she  knew  nothing  about  it,  had 
never  dreamed  of  such  a  possibility. 

"  Next  time  that  I  see  Mr.  Majorson,"  said  the  Princess 
—"for  I  know  him  well— I  shall  thank  him  for  giving 
you  to  us.  It  is  much  then  that  he  has  done  for 
you?" 

Nelly  glanced  at  Auguste  and  the  two  gentlemen, 
but  they  were  at  the  far  end  of  the  long  Georgian  room 
and  out  of  hearing.  She  told  in  a  few  brief  sentences  of 
the  training  at  the  Cordwayners'  and  of  her  patron's 
great  solicitude  for  her  welfare. 

••You  are  fortunate  indeed,"  sakl  the  Princess  slowly 
and  a  little  sadly,  her  eyes  travelling  across  the  busy 
lawn  unseeingly.  -What  a  wiW,  free  life,  that  of  the 
Art  I  Like  a  bird  that  has  no  cage,  no  cage— -exc^ 
what  such  a  man  might  make  for  you  I  And  that  woukl 
be  freedom  I " 

Nelly  stood  abashed  and  almost  cross,  in  awed  silence. 
Terry's  Wea,  the  Cordwayners'  idea,  everyone's  idea  but 
her  own  I  They  had  all  thought  she  ought  to  be  so  glad 
to  let  the  Master  Cordwayner  rule  and  order  her  and  her 
future  just  as  he  chose.  Even  this  gradous,  sweet-faced 
royal  lady  thought  sa  She  herself  had  alone  rebelled, 
cut  herself  off  from  him.  Yet  was  she  cut  off  so  much 
as  she  thought  ?    Evm  now,  even  here  at  this  sunshiny, 
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g»y  garden  party  he  dominated  her,  made  her  change 
colour  and  stand  shy  and  witless  before  her  patron. 

A  few  more  questions  were  asked  and  answered,  and 
then  the  Princess  signified  dismissal,  and  Nelly  bowed 
herself  away  and  crossed  the  crowded  lawn,  still  think- 
ing out  that  puzzle,  and  hardly  noticing  the  faces  that 
leaned  forward  staring  curiously  at  her  and  marking  her 
out  as  the  famous  danseuse. 

She  felt  righteously  angry.  She  did  not  know  who 
with,  but  her  wrath  seemed  to  be  between  the  Princess 
and  Majorson.  What  was  there  that  they  had  in  com- 
mon and  which  she  was  outside  of?  She  had  been  so 
used  always  to  the  aura  of  his  kindness  and  protection 
shed  over  herself,  had  seen  it  always  so  certainly  and 
directly  from  her  own  point  of  view,  and  as  her  own 
right,  that  it  made  her  suddenly  hot  with  a  kind  of 
resentment  to  think  that  others,  other  women,  great, 
noWe  ladies,  knew  him,  and  appreciated  him  far  more 
than  she  had  ever  done,  whilst  she  was  with  him. 

That  irritating  sense  tiutt  he  regarded  her  as  a  chUd, 
a  useless  chUd,  which  had  been  the  real  deep  down  cause 
of  her  insisting  on  separating  herself  from  him,  now 
returned  to  her  witii  double  force.    He  looked  upon  her 
mth  kindness  and  pity,  but  of  course  he  must  look  upon 
the  Princess  as  a  woman,  a  friend,  a  consciou-,  compan- 
ionable being.    Sh^  felt  all  tiiat  in  tiie  Princes  's  manner, 
in  certain  words  of  hers:  "We  are  friends,  he  and  I. 
We  have  many  a  long  talk  togetiier."    They  could  talk 
togetiier,  tiie  great  lady  and  tiie  weU-born,  experienced 
pnest    It  was  she  who  was  out  of  it  all,  she  who  was 
r^M«d  as  a  strayed  and  obstinate  chUd.    And  that 
when  she  had  made  herself  a  great  reputation,  that  when 
she  was  known  and  sought  after  in  London,  that  when 
she  was  clever,  and  eveiyone  said  she  was  clever  I    What 
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was  the  wide  gulf  between  herself  and  these  ladies  still? 
She  made  an  impatient  vow  that  she  would  go  and  see 
Mr.  Majorson  directly  she  had  a  free  moment— back 
in  town.    She  just  wanted  to  scold  him  for  it 

She  left  shortly  after.  She  get  rather  teased  by  her 
companion  mimes  on  the  way  to  the  station  for  her 
unusual  silence.  It  was  a  two-mile  drive  along  a  wide, 
whiteslusted  high  road  whose  elm  trees  gave  no  shade, 
and  the  Princess's  victoria  was  old  and  springless,  and 
her  horses  even  more  sa 

The  other  two  girls  and  two  men,  who  formed  a  rather 
tunous  variety  troupe  of  blameless  character,  amused 
themselves  by  alternately  chaffing  each  other  and  drag- 
ging her  into  the  nonsense. 

••  Sleepy,  dear  ?  "  said  one  of  the  giris. 

**  Struck  dumb  by  the  nobs,"  said  another. 

•'  Wants  to  go  in  for  gay  sodeteel"  said  a  man. 

"  Is  planning  to  nail  a  lord,  like  Lottie  Lea  did  t " 

"It  womld  be  luck,"  said  the  first  girl,  "but  very 
boring  luck,  if  you  go  by  what  you  see  at  these 
places." 

"Give  me  Bohemia  and  my  own  life  to  live  I"  said 
one  man.  "/  could  not  swnd  about  in  a  swelterii^ 
sun  in  a  stovepipe  hat  and  a  tight  coat  for  three  hours 
at  a  go.  Thafs  slavery.  And  the  Princess  is  no  beauty. 
Are  they  ever?" 

"  Thank  the  gods  we're  none  of  us  in  the  aristocratic 
line,"  yawned  the  other.    "  It's  a  dull  show." 

"  Miss  Nell's  in  for  it,  or  shell  know  why  not  I " 

"Shut  up.    She's  ratty." 

"  Remember  me.  Miss  Nell,  when  you  get  there,  and 
leave  me  a  few  strawberry  leaves  I  I  can  go  without 
the  cream." 

"Eh,  what's  that?"  cried  the  first  man,  pointing  at 
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2JP«^^  -Ratt«.„e«  of  Society,  eh?  A  wwri«t. 

in  ^.t^  hjd  come  to  «  momently  rtop,  jammed 

bowds  decorating  its  coach-yard  paHngi 

One  of  these,  the  ensign  of  a  laige  seml-local  omn 
Jfj^rm^tendenci^^ 
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lUct  that!  Who's  the  idiot?"  said  one  of  the  men. 

den  t":x^'" ""  ^'^  "^"^  ^  "^^ 

wcS.^  •»  tte  chocolate  letter,  a.  though  they 
were  living  things  and  could  speak.    Nieel?  TLJriZ 

mej.  .^  th«  ,t  mm  be  dto.ted  down  hm  q^tonSr 
tothePrtacea't     AI»  the  d«rth  of  Sir  I«mM  3 

i.t^jTl^"  fcotl-th  to  the  littfc^^ 
^^  •'«' ,«^  «<«  o«  of  the  ewtoge.  they  cW 

Tlqrhad  >  few  minutes  to  wdt  for  the  train  Md 

w.^  thTre^  •SJJSy'ir  r'wSarr: 

-i«^.  o^r  the  bUnd.    She  h«dly't«132TZ 

ai6 
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round,  bdng  by  this  time  accustomed  to  such  dose 
es^nege  on  her  various  journeys  of  business  as  any 
pubUc  person  becomes  accustomed,  but  just  as  she  and 
her  companions  were  about  to  get  into  a  second-class 
carriage  together  she  felt  her  right  arm  taken  from 
behind  and  heard  a  voice  saying  hurriedly— 

"  ul^^^^  P'***'    ^®"«  *"  *»«'«'  fiwt-dass,  let  me 
beg  you  I " 

She  gave  a  little  cry  at  the  voice  and  glanced  round 
«nd  recognised  Nigel  Finroy.  He  kept  his  hold  of  her 
arm,  while  he  looked  back  pleadingly  into  her  face. 

"  Let  me  go  I "  she  said  in  a  voice  low  with  fury.  "  If 
you  touch  me  so  I  shall  scream." 

He  dropped  her  arm,  but  said  quickly— 

"For  God's  sake  don't  misunderstand  me.  I  have 
■omethingtosaytoyou.    I  am  ill.    Oh,  Ndly." 

Now  her  companions  had  been  unflaggingly  busy 
lith  a  fire  of  idle  nonsense  of  their  own,  over  basketo 
of  strawberries,  and  had  not  noticed  the  encounter.  The 
two  girls  and  one  man  were  already  in  the  carriage. 
The  other  man  turned  to  look  for  Ndly  and  saw  the 
teU,MBartly  dressed  man  talking  to  her  in  low  tones 
with  the  train  carriage  door  hdd  open  and  heard  him 
ny  the  words,  -Oh,  Ndly  I " 

This  gUdy  mime,  overcome  with  laughter,  tumbled 
into  his  own  carriage  and  slammed  the  door  with  some 
noise  about  that  lady's  having  caught  her  aristocrat 
dready,  and  hooray  for  the  peerage,  and  so  on.  His 
wdess  wotds  sounded  out  to  the  others.  It  was 
^itgd's  moment  Even  Ndly  could  not  now  wish  to 
have  him  follow  her  in  amongst  such  a  ribald  group  as 
bt  ^tainly  would  have  done,  and  for  very  shame  she 
slipped  mto  the  first-dass  compartment  with  Finroy 
and  the  train  started. 

sir 
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Ditiwiihmitmtmlt. 
Tkt*mkmtti/>rim$um*trlmtr 

CHtlSTtNA  ROMBTTI. 

\^^A  */!!r  ***•«*"*«  »«»««-  th«y  reuuincd  in  the 

^  NtI'"^V^T"!  ^  "^  cushion,  in  fiS^tVf 
her.    Nigel  Mt  by  the  door  furthert  away  fmm  h«r 

w««hijgherwithaUhi.eye.    If  .he  S^, j»'S  5S 

^  .i*"^..**""  ""  *°  »*  wn:tched.  even  traaical^ 

Tf^^^S*'^"  °^  ^^  ^  noatril. 'alone  iSSg  fa 
*  ftcc  .truck  grey  with  genuine  miMy.  ^ 

sive,  and  «ich  .igns  mattered  nothing  to  her  fa  the 
^aldng«„„tionofherownre«nt«2;t  ^fdt  S? 
the  fir.t  few  «cond.  a.  though  .he  could  have  killed 
Wm.  That  being  denied  her,  .he  could  at  any  n^ 
wound  and  hurt  him.  ^     " 

••  NeUy,"  came  his  low  voice,  when  the  pauK  became 
too  maddening  to  be  borne.  ^^ 

There  wa.  no  answer. 

"You  got  my  letter?" 

She  shrugged,  but  said  nothing. 

••  But  you  never  answered  it?  " 

aiS 
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She  turMd  and  looked  at  hit  boots  oiily. 

-What  did  you  iuppoM?''ahe  .aid,  and  reverted  to 
the  window. 

"  Nelly,  I  thought  after  so  long  a  Hmo 
She  interrupted  him  with  a  sudden  haid  laugh. 
Life  makes  some  of  us  softer,"  he  went  on.  "Haven't 
you  seen  me  following  you  about,  watching  you  from 
S'."  yo"  danced  and  sang,  alone  and  miserable? 
That  would  have  melted  most  women." 

-  Would  it  ?"  she  saw.  '•  Then  that  accounts  for  such 
creatares  as  you  stUl  being  able  to  crawl  about  the 
worW  and  call  themselves  men." 

"I  would  not  have  believed  that  you  could   have 
spoken  to  me,  treated  me,  so  cruelly  I " 
"How  was  I  treated?" 

-  Ah,  I  see  you  feel  resentment  ?  Naturally  you  feel 
that  But  that  is  why  I  waited  for  you  at  the  station 
and  brought  you  in  here;  it  was  to  explain.  I  have 
wanted  to  explain.  Listen.  You  see  there  are  things 
that  a  man  in  my  position  and  class  is  expected  to  do 
and  to  be.    It  was  natural  that  In  those  days  you  could 

•ot  understand  that,  and  perhaps  I  didn't  altogether 
myself,  but  when  I  have  shown  you  what  I  mean  you 
wiU  see  the  reason  of  my  action,  and  forgi  . ." 

"Do  the  claims  of  your  world  matter  to  me?"  she 
interrupted. 

"  Periiaps  not    But  my  claims  as  a  man " 

"Do you  know,"  she  said,  turning  for  tiie  fii  dme 
and  looking  at  him  full  in  his  white,  broad  face,  "tiiat 
its  no  good  you  saying  tiiese  tilings  to  me,  talking  as  if 
you  were  at  least  a  human  being,  when  I  regard  you  as 
rather  less  than  a  reptile  ?  " 

She  saki  it  so  quietiy  tiiat  it  sounded  almost  amiahl- 
till  one  Fsuixed  its  meaning. 

ai9 
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Nr„??  '^y-^^-  ^^  »urely-you  can't  mean  that, 
Nelly?    Oh,  no  woman's  heart— —" 

the  m^'liir  fll-  "^^t"^''  "eeping.the  most  slimy, 
th«  most  hateful  tomg  that  crawls  and  shudders  undi 

Sf^  ^Tv  ^"^^  u^**?*  *y"  *"^  ™°^  battening 
fingers,  that  chng  with  cold  horror-are  nothing  to  you '' 

^*.2JS!!?  "^T****."*^'^-    "IregardyouasJhese 
are  regarded,  only  ten  times  more  loathsome.    Now  will 

She  seemed  exalted  with  hatred  out  of  all  emotional 

TSr^"^:  J?"  ^r^  '■"'y  "^^^  °"  Wm  with  almTt 
a  physical  effect  of  sickness.    He  sat  starin?  ath«- 

l^"  *"'  ^till  himself.    His  eyes  glLmTnl^w^ 

s^lnr^i*"*  astonishment,  wrt  themilvcs  with 

ZS^n?  T-^J  u"*'  ''°"^'*  ^*^«  <=»"«*  it  tears.    He 

^tX^  'T**  '^^^  ^^^  blandishments  of  his  could 

meet  with  such  a  reception  as  this  from  any  woman  in 

the  world.    It  was  horribly  apt-"  One  cannot  fo^v^ 

a  white  newt"    He  looked  crSelly  like  Ae^ture  ^f 

underground   gloom-hidden  existence,  with^e  ^"l 

transparent  lids  sagging  over  the  dull  eyes  in  Ws^ 

whidi  had  grown  pale  to  opaqueness.  ^  His  ptoS 

hands,  now  spread  a  little  after  his  oratorical  hSri^f 

d^  to  explain  the  quite  unexplainable,  addS  to  Sis 

"I^  'J?*"^  y°"  *"^^'  your  life  from,"  NeUy  went 
o«dully  "groped  under  beer  barrels  in  moul^^^elSs 
«««  ag.  and  never  saw  enou  a  daylight  to  develop 

beer  barrels  yourself-you  lecture  o..  temperance,  now 

The  mould  has  affected  your  vision." 

There  was  a  long  silence  after  that,  Finroy  still  m. 
garding  her  with  what  he  believed  to  b;  pShZ 
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"You  never  used  to  talk  so,"  he  said  at  last,  with 
reproach.  "  They've  taught  you  to  be  sarcastic.  They've 
trained  you  to  be  very  clever,  but  they've  put  an  edge 
on  to  you  that  you  never  had  before,  Nelly." 

"Seeing  the  world  under  certain  drawbacks  will  give 
people  all  sorts  of  edges,"  she  replied. 

"You  must  have  seen  a  lot  of  the  world  since— since 
Lisy-sur-mer  ?  " 
"Yes,  I  have.    A  lot" 
"  It  has  made  you  harder  and  colder." 
"  Naturally  it  would." 

"But  three  times  as  beautiful.  You  were  hardly 
pretty  then.    Now  you  are  entrancing  I" 

"  It  sounds  like  a  Press  notice.  And  I  suppose  that 
is  why  you  renew  the  acquaintance  ?  " 

He  gave  a  sudden  forward  movement,  flinging  him- 
self along  the  seat  obliquely,  leaning  on  his  elbow 
on  the  seat^:ushion,  his  face  turned  up  yeaminely  to 
hers.    His  voice  broke. 

"I  do  it  because  I  love  you  I"  he  said.    "  I  do  it 
because  I  am  in  despair.    I  didn't  know  in  those  old 
days  that  I  loved  you,  but  now,  by  God,  I  do  know. 
I  ve  watched  you  dance  and  dance  until  I'm  mad.    I'm 
too  mad  to  care  about  the  things  I  left  you  for.    I'm 
throwing  everything  away-Jiope,  ambition,  career,  for 
love  of  you.    Can't  you  see  it?    I  follow  you  about 
I  have  to  go  and  hang  about  in  the  comers  of  idfotic 
drawing-rooms  to  look  at  you,  and  leave  aU  my  own 
interests  to  just  watch  you.    Ittl  come  to  thb,  that  I 
sha^l  lose  everything  I've  been  working  for  all  this  time, 
and  all  for  you,  for  you,  little  NeUy." 
He  tried  to  take  her  hand,  which  she  pulled  away 
"Thafs  very  dramatic,"  she  said.    "What  are  you 
giving  up  for  me?    And  how?" 
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He  sat  up  suddenly,  sulking. 

M^m^  ^I'^l  .  *'^  «°"*  '"  '■«'  *  d"hed  respect- 
able  hfe  with  politics  in  the  future,  and  sodal  ref™, 
and  a  lot  more  rot  A  man  has  to  do  these  things  if  he 
^^    l^  traditions,  and  my  people  were  all  IcLi  on 

they're  willing  to  take  me  as  a  leader,  now  they  see  me 
A^tZn^ rT^^J""  **'^  ^••*  questions  and  all 

I  ojn  get  no  peace,  ^nd  I'm  losing  my  hold  on  my 
irork,  the  work  I  set  myself.  If  s  slipping  away,  slip^ 
^'"i^wT'    ^^P^^'^*"^^"  begin  to^^int  at  m^^  ^ 

isn't^t  'T"  f""  "f,*-  ^^'  »"'  ''''  »«  *«»tence, 
fan  tit?    You  always  liked  an  audience.    It's  you  who 

^^l  1^  ''"  f  ^*  ''^^'  "°'  '•  So  long  as  someone 
either  hissed  or  clapped  you'd  be  happy" 

unfnw  Jtt  '■'«»'">»&  b«'-  serenity  as  his  feeblenesses 

*hrn  t^K-  ""^^r'  '°  ^*'-  A"  ^*«  »be  had  suffered 
trough  him  in  the  past  sank  i«to  obUvion  beside  the 

S^^  ,         **"    transcendent    idiocy  and   love   of 

^^'^*"'*"°":  ^"  '^^  °*^  ^»y»  '^^  bad  been  too 
^ung  too  inexperienced  in  the  wtys  of  -gentiemen" 
to  realize  more  of  him  than  his  own  relation  to  her  and 
the  wrong  she  had  suffered.  But  in  tlw  light  of  her 
nearly  three  y«u-s  of  training  it  was*asy  cmstli  to  see 
him  for  what  he  was;  not  merely  UbertinvS  /w^r 
snob, and  humbug.  It  tickled  her  fkncy te-wat^Swrn,' 
with  a  view  to  future  caricature,  ami  in  this  spirit  she 
tod  him  on  mockingly,  allowing  him  to  timble  on  with 

r^^^^»  *^"  Jb«y  «n^ved  at  Vidirift.  wlietedie 
P««pa«d  to  swiftly  dismiss  him. 

-  Have  no  fear,  I  shaU  not  force  niiifiit^ii  ob iiu." 
he  said  dramatically,  as  th^         te».-^^«-       ^-^ 
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•tatten  into  the  chaos  of  cabs  and  buses.    « I  have  an 
appointment  to  consult  a  specialist" 

nJUn^Z^  **"^**'  *""  '"  **"*'^«^  solemnity,  but  found 

M  a^^lV -"T*  ""'r  '^^"^^"P'  ^"*'««  there. 
I  am  due  m  Wimpole  Street  now,"  he  said     "I 
don't  know  what  the  verdict  may  or  iiay  n^  Ix.- 

Into  h«  «^'  ^"**'"*  "^ '"  **  '«•*•"  ^^'  -<JMrettin^ 

the  te^?  ^1*11^'  '^''  *'  "^*  '***  *"^'  "«^  ^  have  broken 
tte  OB?    I  may  see  you?   You  will  let  me  call ?   There 

^S^^rfitisad'^l*^"-    M"^  hangs  on"iis]lJi;" 
*«TOici.    It  It  H  a  death  sentence " 

He  had  clutched  her  hand  over  the  cab  apron  and 
«i«  ftTLn^ ,.      .  °'''  '""-toned  whiteneM  of  hla 

i^;s?r!5'd'eX.e"!!sL,^si:rx:;ife: 

scorn  tin.    iJ!!!       •°'' '"vc  said  It  I  Can  stand.y«ur 

^™B:;:-^^rcfc^..^"^  you^  dSm 

alJupSyT  "*  *^    "«*  «oW  *h«  "*n  to  drive  on 

•nffaSL*^  !2?*^  **"  **  ''«'b  '«>king  pathetic 
•«I  fiiriaui  •fcifce.^ae  time,  as  whipped  d^^ 
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wmetimes  look.  She  breathed  freely  when  she  turned 
the  comer  into  Victoria  Street  and  so  cut  the  statue 
of  Tragedy  out  of  her  vision,  but  she  was  angrier 
than  she  had  pretended,  and  her  heart  was  beatine 
high  with  mingled  triumph  and  hatred  as  she  drove 

'^SdlngsT  "°"'''  '''""''  "^^^  *'^  '^S^'  '~»^"« 
The  triumph  was  that  obvious  and  quite  heathen 
one  for  which  she  had  worked,  the  power  to  hurt  him 
and  even  spurn  him.  She  had  done  so  sooner  and 
mwe  easily  than  she  could  have  dreamed  Why.  he 
had  nearly  cried  in  the  train !  And  aU  that  pose  about 
the  specialists !  Lots  of  men  went  to  specialists  when 
their  worid  found  them  out 

She  looked  at  her  watch  and  directed  the  cabman 
to  drive  to  Litany  Lane.  She  had  a  late  evening 
engagement  to  fulfil,  but  there  were  several  hours  to 
spare  between  now  and  then.  She  must  see  Majorson. 
Partly  because  of  the  sting  the  Princess's  words 
had  caused  her  and  to  satisfy  some  sense  of  vague 
disturbance,  and  partly  to  tell  him  about  Nigel.  She 
fdt  that  he  ought  to  know.  Hitherto  she  had  not 
told  hmi  of  Nigel's  attendances  at  some  of  the  places 
wh«e  she  played  and  acted.  She  was  afraid  of  some 
restriction  or  difficulty  that  he  might,  in  his  high- 
banded  way,  make  about  the  matter. 

But  after  this  he  must  be  told.    He  would  expect 
It,  and  It  was  only  fair  to  him. 
The  City  looked  very  baked  and  arid  and  "used 

"^'-^^T".'^  ^*^*  *"^  ^»n«»  of  Kent,  and  the 
crowds  had  the  usual  weary.faced  look  of  summer  m 
towa  She  did  not  remember  till  they  drew  up  in 
narrow,  grey-walled  Litany  Lane  how  oddly  gay  .he 
must  look  coming  straight  on  here  (torn  a  Princesa's 
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««  «en»  of  ^„^^  P»dled  «udy  «th  the 

m  come  h  fiom  p,„>chi,,  Za^T^S^  ^ 
^<»  WW  paler  in  tint    Hw -T^^^"  ■"'  <*« 

•Why.  ,h« .  vSi^r.^.'^.^'ii^rs- 

of  seeine  such  a  &lrv  k.{««  7     ...     ^  *"*  **«» 

o™  to  «e  you  fa  beh«e„  ,£^    So  I  j„«  «, 
He  Mood  surveyiiur  her  hia  evM  *»:.t.i' 

Hfa  hct  became  graver. 

-NrpltJl*^,  ,  "Something  to  confesa?" 
wo.  Father.    It  l«,'t  my  fault  at  aH.    If  .  hateful. 
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horrid,  but— well,  I  suppose  it  had  to  happen  sooner 
or  later." 

He  turned  his  back  to  her  and  fingered  something 
on  the  mantdpiece.    "Do  you  mean  a  lover?"  he  said 
rather  quietly. 
"Yes— na    What  was,"  she  answered. 
"What  do  you  mean?" 
-What  I  say." 
"Say  out,  then." 
"Nigel— I've  seen  him." 
He  wheeled  round  quickly.    "  Where  ?  " 
"At  the  station,  coming   from  the   Princess's.    I 
suppose  he  knew  I  should  be  there,  and  he  lives  near. 
He  got  into  the  samtf  train,  forced  himself  on  me.    It 
isn't  the'first  time  I've  seen  him— he  has  often  been  in 
my  audience  at  the  backs  of  crowds— but  tiie  first  that 
he  has  spoken  to  me.    Dared  to  speak  to  met" 

His  face  had  changed  from  the  almost  tender  ddight 
of  seeing  her  to  a  hard  grimness.  His  eyes,  robbed  of 
their  habitual  shrewd  twinkle,  had  the  steely  fierceness 
that  tiiey  had  worn  in  that  mem<Mrable  interview  with 
Nigel  From  tiie  indulgent  humcMrous  parish  priest 
he  had  suddenly  become  the  judge,  the  inquisitor. 
Nelly  saw  all  the  diffisrence,  and  her  heart  leapt  at  it 
It  was  so  Uke  him— half  boy,  half  pontiff,  and  so  easily 
changed  firom  tht  one  to  the  other. 

*  What  had  he  to  say  ?  "  he  asked,  the  contempt  curt 
in  his  tones. 
"  Explanations.    He  tried  to  make  them,  that  is." 
"  I  have  no  doubt    And  what  did  you  say  ?" 
"  I  was  as  horrid  as  I  could  be,  honestly." 
"DM  yon  yiekl  one  inch?"    The  hard  eyes  seemed 
to  search  her  through  and  through.    She  tossed  her 
head  and  laughed. 
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"Why.  now,  is  It  likely?' 
"I  insist  upon  knowing." 

"Oh  my  well.    Na    I  made  fun  of  him  to  the  last 
soSili^  "J"^"^  ^"^'^^^y  '^'  »»«  was  ^ing  to  a 

«  Perhaps  he  will  want  to  many  you  ?  " 

"Do  you  think  that?" 

«  aS^  **  ^~"  **"*  **^  '^^  ™»d**»y  things  he  sakl" 
4r*tl.rr"PP°*''»hallletyou?"     ^"*"^ 

-^^ow.  "Do  you  .^ly  s^^po^tha^Tshtl^r* 

„.!!P"  J  ""  ?■*""«  °""*  f"  «>»  fi"t  time;    We  ha. 
never  spoken  of  thb  subitxt  von  end  I     i  k  . 

y«.  ««l  trained  you  J^t^o^"^'  But  ZTf 
f«iuLtru^        *  moment,  surveying  her  with  dUv 

•wpc  1  am  a  good  enough  priest  to  know 
*«7 
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that  there  were  Umitatloni  to  reeding  your  thoofliCi.  I 
hope  I  know  enough  of  women  to  know  that  I  know 
nothing." 

Her  eyes  wavereii  the  colour  rose  and  feU,  end  rose 
yin  on  her  cheeky  at  a  confined  rush  of  those  very 
Ooughtshesaidhecoukinotread.    But  she  said  siw 

?^^V**  recoltectkm  of  the  Princess's  emotion, 
and  rafaed  her  eyes  again  qufckly  to  his  face  and  studied 
it  with  that  queer  critkal  firankneas.  She  seemed  to 
«ee  its  kng  oUve  lines  with  new  eyes.    So  this  was 

fdt  such  devotion  ibr?  This  tired-ftced,  thin,  brown 
eager  man  with  that  extraordinarily  ntimi^f^i^ky 
stamp  of  the  eccfesiasiic  on  eveiy  feature^  that  cut  of 
coMdous  authority  whkh  she  had  come  to  associate 
with  his  rightfiU  guardianship  of  her.  That  she  must 
love  him  was  natural,  for  he  fought  her  battles  for  her. 
but  it  seemed  to^ay  that  everyone  joined  her  in  yieW- 
ii^tohim.  ' 

**  Then  you  would  not  consent  ?" 
"  I  wouM  die  rather." 

carelessness.    *  I'm  glad  of  that,  for  now  we  need  not 

aigue  over  it    I  shouW  nwrer  kt  you,- he  saw  cooUy. 
"Isuiipoaelamfteetoclwoae?'' 

ui"!!!?:.'^  "•  ?*^    There  Is  SIraoa    Ai^thingfbr 
•dwttly  and  picking  ly  her  thfags,  gkmiirS^ 


chain  purse  and  such  trifks, 


mr^r^".?"?  **  •aytWug  niileBB  I  wanted 


P>«f»ntofy  to  fofaig. 


laHiM,-hewplledquleeiy.    "  I  coid^  iod  wlli  make 
ywi  do  your  d«^,  acr  a«l  at  all  ttok-^ 
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^A^yo«wflJdeddewlMrtthed«tyi.too,I«,p. 

^V^^  *•  "^  PW^nce."  he  replied,  tarnins  hif 
fcoi «  Bttte  .way  to  hide  the  twlnUe  fa  hi.  em^  ^ 

thiL%'^^'^'^*~°^««^2Seboth 
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CHAPTER  XVIII 


GlOMI  BUOT. 

Th^towyttot,  liutMd  Of  the  umiU  brick<«t^ 

to-r;i?\?rT^.'''*  *****  ""wwi  with  ix>*«fi 

^S^t^^J^JS^.^*^'  into th.  SS^ 
««*«  hyiijyt  fa  contndictioii  to  ttKir  mud  amom 

JJJ^iJ^'*"  "O  »<«  !«»*«.  to  tli  oSobe, 

Cobdaimere  WM  In  the  thioei  of  the  ehht  d«w  heft.. 
"-«««.    The  derth  of  ««  m«.l2lj';^ 

^^j^-Mho^t  the  Catechho,  w«  ta^S  ^ 
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He  had  now  gone  under  the  slabbed  cenotaph  of  his 
forefathers  to  stand  before  the  bar  of  judgment  on  at 
least  the  charge  of  having  lived,  if  too  well ;  of  having 
had  a  good  round,  warm-blooded  list  of  Victorian  vic(» 
—which,  by  the  by,  were  Geoi^ian  virtues,  so  wags 
faduon-instead  of  the  modem  list  of  cranks,  negations, 
and  anti-humanities.  ^         ' 

But  Cobdenmere  was  tired  of  him.  It  had  changed, 
and  it  wanted  a  change.  Its  population  had  altered 
from  the  small  hop-farmers  of  thirty  and  forty  years 
«go  to  the  industrial  dwellers  in  rows  and  rows  of  little 
diabstreets  all  exactly  alike,  each  house  with  an  India- 
rubber  plant  in  the  front  window  and  a  milk-can  on  the 
doowtep.  Almost  every  third  street  with  a  provision 
dealer's  at  the  comer,  with  the  house  sides  pauited 
a  gtonng  colour  to  advertise  respectively  somebody's 
mustard  or  somebody's  blue.  ^ 

The  red  tiles  and  EKzabethan  chimneys  on  the  Green 
Dragon  Inn  seemed  to  be  the  last  things  left  of  the 
past-the  sporting,  old  Mr.  Bagley  past  They  and  he 
Had  been  of  the  same  warmly  meUow  tint  But  now  an 
appaUing  spiritual  and  mental  drabness,  the  raw  hideous- 
ness  of  a  crank  propaganda,  was  showing  itself  in  the 
very  architecture  of  the  place. 

And  the  new  party  was  for  reform.  It  was  strong  in 
numbers,  in  local  wealth,  in  local  eloquence.  AU  it  had 
needed,  hitherto^  was  to  nominate  a  leader  of  which  it 
need  not  be  jealous,  and  now  it  had  found  one  in  n 
young  man  of  property  and  of  tradition  in  line  with  its 
own,  the  young  and  promising  owner  of  Cobdenmere. 

His  father's  name  was  largely  in  his  favour,  but  apart 
from  that  his  very  position  put  him  out  of  the  range  of 
the  jwlousy.  say,  of  the  owners  of  the  provision  shops, 
and  his  style  of  speaking  and  declaring  himself  being 
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noisy  and  ambiguous,  but  not  necessarily  truthful,  was 
immensely  in  his  favour. 

What  was  against  him  was  balanced  by  a  now  rather 
generally  accepted  legend  that  he  had  been  obliged  to 
separate  from  his  aristocratic  wife  because  she  drank. 
And'  as  total  abstinence  was  the  party  cry  of  his 
would-be  constituents,  this  story,  combined  with  Nigel's 
own  ah-  of  interesting  melancholy,  was  a  powerful  lever 
in  his  favour.  The  question  of  divorce  was  not  a  thing 
to  deeply  trouble  such  a  group.  In  all  things  they  were 
for  •*  reform,"  and  an  upheaval,  even  of  the  marriage 
laws,  was  better  to  their  minds  than  keeping  to  any 
existing  order  or  convention.  And  so  Nigel  stood 
nominated  as  their  candidate. 

The  sun,  catching  to  a  blaze  the  copper-beeches  in 
oW  Mr.  Bagley's  huge,  wide-lawned  gaiden,  dk)  not  turn 
pale  at  the  immensity  of  this  lie.  The  sleepy  pigeons 
stfll  browsed  and  brooded  in  the  golden  autumn  sun- 
shine on  the  mellow  tiles  of  the  Green  Dragon  roof, 
and  the  late  hollyhocks  stood  in  flaming  rows  along  the 
wall  of  its  bowling-green  as  serenely  as  their  successors 
would  do  in  far  Octobers  to  come,  when  the  passions  and 
falsities  of  the  shouting  crowds  in  those  motor-shaken 
streets  should  be  no  more,  even  in  men's  memory. 

He  and  his  friends  were  working  hard,  and  had  been 
working  for  weeks.  His  days  were  a  rush  of  canvassing 
and  entertaining.  He  had  forgotten  everything  in  the 
wiW  excitement  of  the  fray,  forgotten  Nelly  and  her 
refusal,  forgotten  the  past  or  his  recent  fears.  He  would 
win  himself  this  office  and  dignity,  and  defy  the  world 
which— the  notion  was  his  own— had  failed  him  disgust- 
ingly. 

It  was  the  tWrd  day  since  the  nomination,  and  the 
agents  and  friends  of  his  club  and  party  were  more  than 
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P««i«  Uie  end.  flying  to  oompwy  with  the  wtadmOI 


Mdp«nBng  to  .  lutlcM  young  own  who  cMBe  hum*» 

™km  tlle«^-one  «eeos  imp<«tant  ly  the  sup«crip. 

wL^S^''***  ^'"  »°^a««I  Blagdon,  ledng  that 
^imtten  «cn)S8  the  top  of  the  envdof«fa  tte 

N%el  took  it  and  turned  it  over,  recognized  the 

2^^  U««  fa  .  motor,  th.  centre  of  Turing 

"Didn't  you?    I  widi  I  didn't  I »    Nigel-,  tee  .« 

W»ri  mto  .  fi«„  of  pentoity  «.  ..dden  fc.,. 
WhetcooH  Mejonoo  l»«to«ytohliiinowd»«f  theee 

If 
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yws  of  d«d  silence?  There  would  be  no  use  in  his 
lecturing  him  in  his  dashed  priestly  ftshion  at  this  stace. 
eipedally  as  Nelly  herself  would  hate  nothing  to^ 
to  him.  If  he  thought  he  was  going  to  come  his  Popish 
Church  notions  over  him  now,  he  was  jolly  mistaken,  that 
was  all  How  hke  such  a  fellow  j  choose  such  a  time  for 
his  beastly  Pleaching  f    Well,  let  him  preach. 

He  had  almost  a  mind  to  tear  up  the  letter  without 
reading  it  There  could  be  nothing  in  it  that  really 
ma  tared,  and  it  was  a  horrid  shadow  of  a  past  connec- 
tion that  he  had  no  intention  of  renewing. 

Blagdon  noticed  his  silence,  and  he  knew  it  You 
always  had  to  be  on  your  guard  against  Blagdon's 
parson^  suspicions  of  your  secret  compUdty  in  some, 
thii^  disgraceful  He  seemed  to  sit  on  a  hedee 
latching  for  the  slips  of  the  passers-by,  just  as  mi 
ordinary  social  attitude. 
-Save  me  from  a  Ritualist  I"  Nigel  said  lightly. 
I  have  quarrelled  with  this  good  gentieman  before  now, 
I  can  tell  you.  'Who  wiU  rid  me  of  this  turbulent 
priest?'— one  wouWn't  be  sorry  to  find  a  FitxUrse  to 
make  himself  useful  by  taking  on  the  job  I  I'm  afrakl 
JHth^h^*"*"*^"**"*  *  Protestant  to  have  any  patience 

The  notion  of  Nigel  as  a  Protestant  wouU  have  been 
ftmny  to  anyone  but  himself  and  Blagdon.  They,  how- 
TO.  took  it  calmly,  one  because  he  always  believed 
jwt  what  he  saU  at  the  moment,  and  the  other  because 
he  nwer  believed  anybody  or  anything  at  all.  It  dkl 
not,  therefore^  strike  either  of  them  as  comic 

•These  fellows  take  too  much  upon  themselves," 
Nijjdwent  on.  as  the  motor  spun  between  the  low 
yeltowish  hedges  and  acres  of  fruit-farms,  endless  short 
«PPle  and  plum  trees  planted  in  long  lines  with  geo- 
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metrical  exactness,  fallow  now,  and  cleared  of  their 
crops.  "The  everlasting  tyranny  of  priestcraft.  It's 
always  lurking  there  behind  such  fellows'  smoothest 

Z'^K  J*»*y'« /^^.f^^tly  working  underground  to 
get  a  hold  over  the  liberty  of  Englishmen." 

AAi  Tyranny,  tyranny  I "  said  Blagdon. 

This  feUow  kept  pretty  quiet  tiU  he  got  hold  of  a 
Hvmg  through  the  influence  of  my  late  father."  Nicel 
went  on.  "  Since  then  he's  behaved  disgustingly.  TalSI 
upon  himself,  if  you  please,  to  try  and  lord  it  over  me 

*K,.!J!^*^  "°  "*"  °^  ^P»"''  ^u^**  st*nd'  I've  been 
obliged  to  cut  him  for  the  last  year  or  twa  His  pre- 
tensions  are  intolerable." 
"  We  are  looking  fir  disestablishment,"  said  Blagdon 
at  an  early  date  now.  Then  these  gentry  will  luTve  to' 
sing  a  lower  tune,  I  fancy  I  Down  they  shall  go,  as  low 
as  the  Lords!    As  a  nation  we  will  have  freedom  of 

f^^l^'^'j^'^f'^O'^^^-    Virtue  by  Act  of  Parliament 
is  the  only  true  road  to  freedom." 

"That'siVsaidNigeI.gIad'ofthephrasc    "Freedom 
of  conscience,  that's  what  I  want  to  sec"  ^^ 

He  did  not  realize  that  what  he  really  needed  at 
that  Wme  was  the  conscience,  not  the  freedom.    To  ask 
t^J^.  *  "'""^  ^  Oo  -t  Po««  •».  to 
They  were  now  passing  the  outeli  wall  of  one  of  the 
^outlying  hop-farms  that  lay  er,t  of  Cobdenmere 
k^iiJT     u  'Si^?**'*^  boundary,  a  iow.  rambling  stone 
building,  half  hidden  in  clustering  red-tiled  oast-houses 
and  surrounded  by  fields  of  ranked  hop-poles,  bared 
n^'HilT       ,T*"'*T_,^"''**y*»"**  it  a  totally  new  terrace 

^l^nl\U    "^  ^""t  ^"^"^  »*^«*  "P  ^«  *  ^^  o( 
glaring  hideousness,  blaUnt  and  raw  to  the  roadway 

It  was  here  they  had  to  caU-the  hop.farm  would  ha4' 
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31^^**^''  'i**"'  ^"^  '"  ^^^'  casc-and  the  motor 
slowed  up  and  stopped  before  reaching  them,  as  Z 
road  narrowed  in  their  immediate  vicinity.  Behiid  them 
!;S^«^  '*'"  '*"^"^  °"*  '"  ^^ madeadre^ 
Blagdon  got  out,  saying : 

-neltl ^^.r*^  *~"" ;  ^*^ °^ **»*«»  up-^eladiesf 
The  mm  are  all  away  at  the  works  in  Rochester  at  this 

£e°L  olfS  T^  ^t-s  washingKlay.  and  the  daLL  to*', 
be  too  pleased  if  you're  rushed  straight  in  on  to  them, 
bir  NigeL    A  moment,  if  you  don't  mind  waiting  here.'' 
n.wiT*^  T^'  ^^"^""^  **»*  ""^"^  »n  the  motor. 

A.t^  J^^/  '^u'  ^^^'  ^^  »'  **P*"'  «»«>  began  to  read. 
As  be  d.d  so  h  s  body  seemed  to  half  fall  oTslip  g^X 

^y  lower  and  lower  in  the  cusL  led  seat,  and  h^ey« 
to  stare  immovably  at  the  blue  page  fluttering  in  h^ 
hand  A  stray  wind  came  along  Imd  shook  thf  Zp^ 
but  Nigel  made  no  sign,  so  that  the  chauffeur  dW  ^' 
even  torn  round,  and  Blagdon  saw  nothing,  being  busy 
witij^thetmny  knockers  of  the  yellow  teiraS;    Ma^or^n 

"Dear  Finroy, 

"Ireadto-dayforthefirsttimeofyournomi- 
nauon  to  the  candidature  for  Cobdenm^3i 
write  to  mform  you  of  one  thing  which  immediately 
concorns  you  and  which  it  is  only  just  that  you 

rt^lLT?t°'*"'*'''"^"**^"*^***P'   YoulriU 
recollect  the  full  circumstances  of  aU  that  passed 

^ij«n  us  exactly  three  years  ago.    I  need  not 

renauKl  you  of  your  chaigte  to  me.    Also  I  believe 

I  med  not  tell  you  that  I  then  undertook  it  fully. 

and  that  what  I  prophesied  in  my  note  to  you  wi£ 
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tegud  to  Elinor  Lovdcyn  has  now  come  true. 
That  yoo  know  for  yourself.  What  I  have  to  tell 
3rou  now  is  that  a  son  was  bom  to  ywi  on  the  first 
of  August  in  the  following  year.  That  he  lives,  and 
is  being  properly  brought  up  in  the  Orphanage  of  a 
Sisterhood  affiliated  to  this  church  under  the  naaie 
of  Simon  Lovdcyn. 

"This  fact  may  or  may  not  affect  your  future 
I^Ums,  but  I  must  warn  you  that,  since  you  consti- 
tuted me  Miss  Lovekyn's  guardian,  I  refuse  to  allow 
her  to  be  communicated  with  on  this  matter  exc^ 
through  mysel£ 

"  Yours  vpry  truly, 

"Maurice  Heber  Majorsom." 

"A  son  was  bom  to  you  on  the  first  of  August  in  the 
folloiHi^  year,"  that  sentence  alone  seemed  to  race  and 
swim  before  Nigel's  fixed,  expressionless  eyes.  A  son. 
And  tbey  had  never  told  him  i  He  lay  back  in  his  seat 
stunned  and  bieathless,  almost  in  tears.  So  uttei^ 
overturned  and  struck  was  he  that  he  could  have  burst 
out  and  cried  like  a  child.  He  had  to  hold  tif^ity 
on  to  the  leather  arms  of  his  seat  to  prevent  himself 
fixHn  calling  out,  splashing  into  the  full  expression  of  his 
ahrays  impul^ve  emotkm.  A  Httle  boy.  A  little  boy. 
It  CMi^  at  his  heart  and  almost  stepped  its  beating. 

Like  many  quite  animal,  sensuous,  emotional  men, 
Nigd  was  fond  oi  chiklren,  fond  of  the  mere  klea  of 
children,  fond  of  diem  as  he  liked  little  terrier  dog^  and 
joUy  little  beagle  packs.  The  first  tklings  of  parent- 
hood to  such  a  man  wouU  be  overwfadming.  )rUlli|^ 
had  had  no  family.  That  had  always  been  acoted 
against  her.    But  this 

"A  son  was  bora  to  you."    "  Now  in  the  Oiphanage 
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S^^"^*^^^^-**^'*^"  Those  two  sen. 
tences  kept  ni^ng  on.  As  he  sat  .till  wd  stared  at 
t*«  long,  tapering  vistas  of  hop-poles  stretdCttay 

«J««^oftoin  bariced  wood,  his  mind  was  staggered  5 

f^^^*;^  •  ^^^y  *=^»*'°8«»  visU^fwTo^ 
futu,^    He  forgot  Blagdon  and  the  election.    Em^ 

^SIT  "•"^•^^  to  W«  -veonefie^du^ 
^'J;;';^^»»«ttenible,  desperate  necessity.    The  hop 

When  the  inellifliioiis  voice  of  Bla^^brdcl  wn 
^^hendthertumednoranswered    ItreeL^ 

"Will  you  follow  me  now.  Sir  Nisei ?**  the  m.n 

"^.  hi.  MM.  Bgh,  .^  oMdu  SI  wJSfjr:^ 

ever. 

Jl?.  ^.  ^^^Tl.,^  ^^'^  ***»"»«'''  Ffa«y  replied, 
tnechanically  folding  ap  the  sheet  of  bluTpap^ 

cr«fcj^.t  fato  the  breast  pocket  of  his  motors. 
W»8don  stood  peenng  and  smfling.  a  pinch  on  his 

S;."^^'^    Athin.redheSVSTre.Jsid^ 

nwed  ^e  that  decorated  it,  came  and  raised  her 
hesd.  and  peeped  about  with  her  sharp,  red  ei«[ 
f*«^y?*«*«by«Mewithhim.    She^sJ^ied^ 

as  they  stood  so,  they  looked  ridiculously  alik^  «^ 
•Mdy,  equaUy  curious,  equally  mean.  ^      '^ 

"Who?    What?» 

retS,*^"^  J^  P~*"*  •"**  »*•  <^«  was 
SrS.^  ^  "li*^  up  now  at  the  yellow 
Drtck  terrace,  and  noted  the  several  heads  of  ladiea 

*  an 
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hastily  called  fron  a  day's  washing,  pttpUig  out  of  tiw 
tiny  fipont  doors,  in  a  Ix^ng  line.  Dimly  it  reminded 
him  of  the  scene  in  AU  Baba^  where  the  robbers  look 
cot  of  Ae  jars  at  Mofgiana,  all  in  a  row. 

He  felt  as  suddenly  furious  with  tiiese  poor  swayers 
of  tile  local  tote  as  tiiough  th^  had  been  robbers  them- 
sdyes  and  in. need  of  the  punitive  boiling  oil  Why 
were  diey  all  staring  at  him  so? 

*  Come."  said  Blagdon,  unfastening  the  rug.  He  had 
to  get  down  in  a  droun.  He  had  to  go  from  house  to 
house  repeating  the  old  dectioneerii^  phrases,  the  dd 
l^romises,  semi-ooasdously,  hi  a  staring  dream.  He 
must  have  lodced  uputteraUy  foolish.  The  poor,  called 
fsom  their  dull  tasks  to  talk  to  a  gentleman  ^iHio  solicits 
tiiem  for  anything,  are  very  critical  These  short- 
^ured,  long-headed  Kentish  women  thoiq^ht  Sir  Nigel 
FInroy  a  fine  specimen  c^a  ninny, and  heard  his  stilted, 
half>uttered  dectkmeering  remarks  in  cokl  rilcnoe. 
Onl^  ooe^  who  carried  a  baby  boy  bundled  up  i^ainst 
her  riionlder,  tiioiq[ht  him  the  nicest  of  gentlraien 
imaginable^  for  he  lakl  hb  hand  on  the  child's  head, 
sayii^  in  a  dull,  hollow  voice — 

"Howokiishe?'* 

*'Two  years,"  she  replied. 

"Two  years.  Good  God  I*  was  his  answer,  but  he 
remained  lotMng  closely  at  tiie  littie  ^i^iite-haired 
peasant  witii  his  hand  still  on  the  fluffy  head. 

When  Blagdmi  got  him  away  he  sank  back  in  tiie 
motor  without  a  wcMrd,  and  as  they  neared  C<Menmere 
he  roused  himself  to  say  that  he  must  go  up  to  town 
to-nif^t,  on  important  business. 

"Ah?    Family  aflair8?''saki  Blagdon. 

"Yes."  saki  N^d.  "Family  afftirs,"  unconsckMis of 
tiM^ifioay* 
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•YoaTl  be  back  ewrly  to-mofiow?    It  Is  inporUat 
that  you  ihould."  ""pwwiK 

••  AU  right    I'll  see  to  everything,  no  fear." 

r  \'!^^y  ***  ^"^  "**"  *"  ^^  <*»«*«»•  He  drove 
from  Vfctori.  to  the  City,  without  leeing  the  conlmt  of 
the  Ughted  ttreeti  and  pinky  sky,  iuch  «•  had  prevailed 
■nother  and  momentous  October.  In  the  grey  desert 
of  warehouses,  the  whitish  grey  stone  if  the  church 

shone  out  in  the  autumnal  gloaming.  There  were  lights 
in  the  Vicarage. 

He  alighted  and  was  shown  in  at  once  to  the  panelled 
study  on  the  first  floor.  Majorson  was  wnring  a 
CTssock,  and  was  writing  hard  at  a  mahogany  table- 
desk  under  one  shaded  light,  but  the  bUnds  were  not 
yet  down,  and  the  streak  of  dying  pink  sky  still  gleamed 
over  the  roofs  and  chimney-shafts  beyond. 

The  Master  Cordwayner  put  down  his  pen  and  kioked 
up  at  his  visitor  in  sheer  astonishment;  then  rose 
■harply.  Of  aU  things  he  had  not  expected  a  call 
They  made  no  greeting. 

Nigd  rather  weakly  and  rather  theatricaUy  held  out 
the  foMed  letter  and  pointed  to  it  with  a  hand  that  was 
not  too  steady. 

"  What  is  it  you  say  here?"  he  asked  hoarsely. 
-The  truth."  ^ 

M^ionon's  voice  was  sharp  and  solema  The  change 
In  Nigel  was  something  he  was  not  pn^iared  for.  He 
had  last  seen  him  gay,  debonair,  and  insolent  hi  the 

sunny  courtyard  that  would-be  weddingHlay.  He  now 
•tood  before  him  white  to  the  Ups,  hollowcyed,  and 
«t«i^.  In  the  confused  double  l^t  of  reading-lamp 
and  ftding  sky  he  seemed  wraith-like,  kxwiing^ 
from  the  M^  shadows  of  the  panelled  room,  kx>king 
cwkHisfy  Bfce  that  New  Galhay  portrait  afterPitt 


-V, 
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**  IVtt  corner"  Mid  N%d,  *•  to  M»-.tiM  cbOd" 
-What  do  you  mean  to  do?"    Majonon  rtock  hit 

rands  In  his  caawck  pockets  obttinatdy.    "Rcmcnber 

you  put— them  both— in  my  chai^" 

Mtaioirthat  You  shaU  hear  what  I  mean  to  do  In 
good  time.  But  I  want  to  see  him.  I've  a  rMH  to  ask 
that    IVe  never  seen  him.'* 

Something  a  trifle  pathetk,  a  hint  of  pteading  fai  the 
tone  or  manner,  touched  Mi^orson  in  spite  ofhlmseH: 

"  Veiy  weU,-  he  sakl  shortly,  and  rang  the  belL  To 
Brother  Jalihi  he  gave  dIrectkHis  for  baby  Simon  to  be 
Ivought  in  from  the  orphanage. 

"But  Ws  gone  to^  by  this  time,  Vfcar,  or  going,- 
saU  the  Uttle  man.  ' 

"No  matter.  Ask  the  Mother  Superior  to  let  the 
mvse  bring  Um  across." 

Jalfin  departed,  commenting  as  usual 

^f^  spoke  when  he  had  gone,  asking  a  few  short 
questipos  about  the  past,  and  getting  as  short  KoUei^ 
He  sat  down  by  the  table,  his  head  bent  down.  Major. 
SM  Stood  with  his  back  to  the  fire-place^  kioking  at 
mm  steadily. 

Presently  there  came  a  tap  at  the  door,  and  Majorson 
went  quickly  and  took  fimn  the  arms  ofa  white-capped 
nurse  a  curied-up  bundle  of  gray  shawls. 

"He's  half  asleep^  Vfcar,"  she  saU  depieeatingly. 
"  The  ihawl  was  on^  put  on  to  cany  hkn  across." 

She  removed  It  and  went,  shuttfaig  the  door  after  her. 

The  Master  Cordwayner  approached  slowly,  wUft- 
paring  softly  to  the  curied  thing  lying  up  dose  against 
hfan,  its  dark  woolly  head  tucked  away  under  his  shaven 
cheek.  The  boy  was  wearing  a  kng  flannel  nigfatdiesa  ^ 
that  fitted  into  the  curves  of  his  l^pely  little  dinging 
diap^aad  his  two  pretty  feet  and  one  dimpled  **nrri 
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otttepwid  ihowad  up  ■gitost  the  WackneM  of  the  Briert't 

of  Pfcdna  with  the  Holy  Infcnt  held  to  Us  breMt 

When  he  got  doM  to  the  lamp  he  gave  the  child  a 
purred  kfas  and  some  fiunfllar  pet  woid  which  seemed 
to  wake  Urn  at  once.  Simon  raised  his  fluify  head  and 
turned  his  little  body  half  round  to  Nigel,  but  the  light 
was  too  much  for  him.  and  he  rammed  both  soft  fists 
Into  his  eyes  for  a  second,  hkling  his  lace  from  that 

Wddro!*  **"*  **"'  ^^'""^  ""•  ^""***  to  him  yet 

Then  the  fists  nibbed,  fluttered,  released  themselves. 

and  remained  poised  upon  each  sfcie  of  the  chiki's  face; 

Illl!!?J?**  ?******"  *''^"«  transition  from  sleepiness 
into  coriority the  fovely  thing  kant  back  so andstodfed 
the  face  of  his  father  with  the  intent  dark  eyes  of  NeUy. 

Nigel  stood  transfixed.  It  was  his  own  portrait  in 
a  n^nfatoue  that  had  belonged  to  his  dead  mother  away 
•t  Cobjkmmere.  all  but  the  eyes  and  the  darker  colour- 
tag.  The  slightly  broad  cut  of  the  features  were  his. 
fte  full,  petulant  mouth,  the  defined  cheek4)ones.  the 
broad  brow,  the  rather  haughty  carriage  of  the  head. 
It  w»  the  Ffairoy  face.  It  was  ReynoUs's  -Infant 
Samud "come  to  life,  with  his  own  featores.  the  stamp 
of  htoself  and  his  personality,  that  most  solemn  of 
mysteries,  all  over  its  beautiful  bdng 

W^  a  muffled  cry  Nigel  dropped  his  head  upon  Its 
toft  kneo.  ^st  the  flannel  nightgown.    He^ight 

Si!!  J!^  J*''«*^  °^''  ~  -^"^  ^"  ^  actfoalt 
W^toned  Aebut  half-roused  child, and  ^e  turned  to 
jwjorson.  throwtag  his  Uny  arms  convubivdy  loood 
IM  nedt,  crying  fimiziedly.  and  knocking  off  his  biretta 
ta  a  sudden  storm  of  terror.  ^^ 

His  cries  broke  up  the  scene.    The  nurse  came  to 

MS 
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Ulj^n    ^^  .""    "^^     •«»^«e    word.,    UKl 

ej-cSSiSl^'  I   h«I   .ecn  hi«   bcforcf"   Nigel 

I^H«  .  1?*  '^*5?"^  ^~"  *»«  nomination  to-night 
^.T"^    That',  what  I  came  for."  * 

Nell^«u!t**'*'u:"^*^  ^'•^*^"'  breathle«ly  alert 

-M^'.'  T?'  *^^*"'''  ^^  '  *Jway.  meant  to  do" 

toVS^now'  ^^  ^•^  ***"  *™*^     Iconfc»lt 

-The  truth  I     What  truth?" 


CHAPTER  XIX 

"Omwk*is6»mwttk  tmk  mstmtti  imapatity  that  ntlking  ftm  wmJk 
mimttkmm  ff  Aim,  it  tutUltd,  mtt  U  mr  wnUA,  ttU  U  tm- MvAmmktt 
{)«|^4r*"-OLIVBB  WBNDBU.  HOLMU. 

MAD,   almost   ludicrous,  almost   boyish  as  the 
sUtement  sounded,  it  was  true  enough. 

Majorson  examined  the  paper  with  blanching  brown 
fcce  and  almort  unseeing  eyes,  but  when  he  did 
graduaUyget  his  focus  he  found  the  thing  read  straight 
There  were  the  names  and  dates  quite  clearly  writ 
—Nigel  Majorson  Finroy  and  Elinor  Lovelcyn— the 
signature  of  the  registrar  and  witnesses  and  all  the 
necessary  seals  and  legends. 

He  raised  his  face  from  it  after  a  long  perusal  and 
looked  at  Nigel.  That  sinner  stood  in  the  correct 
stage  attitude  of  a  prisoner  at  the  bar,  head  thrown 
back,  white  face  dim  in  the  crossed,  fading  light,  hands 
folded  before  him,  ready  for  any  sentence.  Majorson, 
with  all  the  unutterable  ^vrongs  of  Nelly  and  the  child 
—  not  to  mention  his  ovn  — heavy  upon  him,  was 
suddenly  struck  by  the  appaUing  IrriUtion  of  this 
pose.  He  forgot  to  be  clerical  His  lips  barely 
parted  to  say  "  You  fool  1 "  profoundly,  and  were  then 
silent,  steady,  with  the  long  look. 

He  ought  to  have  sakl  "You  sinner."    Yet  all  that 
struck  him  in  tiiat  first  second  or  two  was  the  unspeak-^  ' 
able  idk>cy  of  the  creature  before  him. 
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Why  men  Hke  yoa  cone  into  this  world  "  he  .Ki^ 
P««d  on  pushing  .way  the  certifi<X  m'„  kJ!/'5^ 
know,  unless  ifs  to  rive  th-  «^r  ^  f  "  "***  *^  ^ 
think  you  are  In  a  h^r^***^  ""'<»'' to  do.    You 

.oleiS^/",^^'^]^^^^^^^ 
this  world  was  a^,!^*^^"*^;^^  y»"  «>o«ght 
with  your  own  caSr^  flL/^  "*  ~  «Wed 
t«g«dy  they  bring  tnC^lZ^"  "*^"  !*  ** 
life  like  a  fool  on  ^cirln^^  people-you  go  through 

in  »pangles7or The  c^^t^'*'S"°"*^"«  ^^  ^8 
wheeb  tte  Mi^J^  ^  ^^^^"^  ''^^  »»*»  thS 

He^l^;,!^^^'^!:^^  Nigel  saw  notW^ 

•a««.  and  so^SoTS'  fo^  ^  !?  '^*""**y  « 
*>«d  before  his  ^^el^      '**^*^  ^**»  »««  *»<=«««» 

^-«  b,«.«  to  feel  that  he  was  rather  fine 
-M%SSL'  ^.  ^^l*^  ^  ^"^  it  examined- 

"o  Wyid,  «5t^^^*^*7^^.^.««  there's 
Biahoft  and  nmSL  ^'    '  «»»all  also  see  the 

^^^X^l"^'^^'^'      MeanwhS^ 
Nigd  nodid^Ld^*^  -"Kterstand?-  "^ 

letl^  ^J^^^jrru**^  dM  you  write  me  that 


Wc  qoarreUed."  sakl  Nigel 
Ndlyandl.    I  * 


m  this  desk.    Why? 


in  a  low,  surly  voice, 


"«.7  «a  1.    1  nieant  to  throw  the  whofe  »fcL- 
Mve  done  with  itr  ^"**  tmng 


"R 
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"Why?" 

Sh^m^^T  '^J"  *  ~"'»*»"  "^«  tWng  then. 

f^^w^LT'^.'Z''"^    I'd  only  marrtedX 
^a  wapr.  and  to  spite  Maudie  and  PhilHppa.    Gi^ 

r^^uto^r^'^^"*"^^'***''^"'   »*>««» 

^Holl'^vo!'?:  *""  r  '^"^  '^'^  she  'common •?" 
End«.  hLI  "  ^'''^  **  '^^  «»«°»on.  a  h'ttle  East 

WkS^t^,"^' "f  «-  «^  «;*•    Got  me 
Ume.  of  J™,  u  :  7°"'''"'  *»«  mattoed  at  one 

t^^^  o«  tto«gh,  of  Cobdemne,^^  JiS 

*Ktt  ^  ■■«?  "B  «  r«^<i  «nd.r. 

M^jliiJf"'  •*"•   '   "»  »•*<>•'  t-dM","  Mid 

jr  vuuni,  ana  so  on.    She  was  as  ignoiant  of  law  as 

aw 
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a  kid;  too  igoorant  for  the  trick  to  really  aflect  h^ 
Afference  to  it.  as  a  binding  thing.    Well.  I  jurt  let 

ways  wwent  my  ways,  naturally.  She  used  the  wron* 
forks  and  tilings  at  Uble.  and  JL  a  ti^SiS  b^ 
31"-  Aj**.»»»e  wouldn't  learn.  She  turned  obstir^t^ 
She  fa  obstinate.    (Majorson  nodded)    WhenlSS 

^  I  ^^TT  r  y^^^'  so  we  had  a  scene,  and-  . 
well,  I  got  out  of  it.    I  had  ta" 

J  f  hanks.    Veor  ludd  indeed.    And  so  you  wrote 
me  that^invention-to  confirm  the  breach?^ 
I'm  ^     S?  ^*J*»"*>»' '  ^«>te  you  that  letter  because 
Im  not  quite  a  hearUess  brute.    I  knew  you  w^^ 

^e  mi^w  71!;  *??«»'  «>rt  of  thing.  wouwX 
w^."*^  "^^^    It  cleared  my  conscie«» 

mfc^J.  ^' -.^*~"^  5^  »fr"d  that  the  trick 
m^t  leak  out?    En«  she  might  have  talked.- 

ri«.2l2^"iL.?:'^"'*  •'"*»'' *"y«»^-  Bedded 
te^sSj^tlT.?'*^"^  She  woukTh^  dr^ 
l»e«elf  rather  than  come  Uu:k  to  me.    I  knew  that* 

«B  ^^K**??*^  "*  P^"«  *"**  *«»ked  at  him. 

rtnow?    IWtyetgran)odwhatyoupfo,i^ 
J«t^  convinced  that  die  is  stUi  ta  t&l^lS 
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Finroy  was  sUent 
.  Z5^  ''**"'  ^?«'*'°n  '^  ha«lly  Hkely  to  alter  such 

su^  hLr  **i:  ^^'•^"  ^«"*  °"-    "She  h« 
suffered  hombly.    The  knowledge  of  the  world  that 

hir  f  .Jf*?  *"  '*•  "  ^*'  embittered  and  hardened 
i^eiTl.^'f.r*''*  *"  '^^  ^^^'^^^^^  that  other 
^r^?r'r^'^"*'"^^>'-  You  will  have  all  that  to 
recton  with     I  warn  you.     It's  only  fair  to  do  sa« 

L  addSri  ?.^"^  it-from  her  point  of  view- 

he  added  d<^recatingly.  as  if.  of  course,  only  his  really 
counted  in  the  scale  of  things.    "But  I  can't  do^« 

Jh^J  J^*  ***-"^^*'  ^  ^*»«  "P  to  do  justice  t^ 
ml*^''Lf**JT°"-  ,''"  8°  "^^^^  "^'^  to  «n  hotel  (te 

Uie  constituents  resigning  all  claims  to  standfor  them. 
I^  put  It  on  to  health,  easUy.  I  had  to  see  a 
VecWistn  the  summer.  He  let  me  off  then  for  a  time, 
but  I  shaU  have  to  go  to  him  again  shortiy.    Theysay 

I^TllTJIf     "^JT^*^-    ^  «^e"  if  s  not  a  sham 
I  ve  been  UI,  on  and  off,  ever  since  I  last  saw  you." 

am^"^^  ^K  ^^^^  *1  *°-"«^'-    E^°  Majorson, 
wnaied  and  shaken  as  he  was.  was  caueht  bv  the 

STl!'  *!:!''  **  *^  ^^  P«"  Nigd^sT^^<^ 

stroyr  nature,  was  growing  in  dq>th  alsa  To-nisrht 
for  the  first  time  in  his  selfish  lifrN^TLtd^  a 
c^faidon.  without  the  formaUties  pXps,  buT^nJ 
fte  to.  genuine.    If  it  was  only  to  tte  Sster  (Sd! 

But  Majorson  knew  that  he  had  himself  to  straggle 
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ftecouId,E^«ida  f«rdK»rtwo«i,  to  him  about  his 
r^h?^*  '•PWtion.  the  nearert  that  one  codd 
approach  to  a  penance  at  this  stage  «*  «ww 

haS't^tSe^^^r*;.*"  ^"^-^5^  Chapel  he  had  a 

WmseTTt- A  K  li^T^  ^  ^  '^*"«  »«>"«d  before 
Wmself  with  harder  daties  than  any  Nigel  had  to  ^! 

forai.  Silently,  without  any  word,  he  murt  Dart  fi^Al 
two  creature,  who  had  beJ,  in  «;  <^  Sj^J^.^^ 
;^y he^found  the  helpless  and  .22t^N^o„"S 

He  must  pve  up  the  human  hold  of  her  datfoies-^ 
^Z^^t^'  fa^er.protector.S'tiJ 
hadteL«l       /»*^Jo^  «o  deeply  and  so  long,  that 

li^^^^J^i  that  ruling  of  a  grow&i^  dfc-fc^ 
'*7*~*  "»««?  of  •  beautiful  woman'  as  fti^TlS 
"  ^^PIS?^:*^'  N««y.  fame  '^Hi^I^  S 
r^ifSL^*^^^""'  She  had  still  bewto-S 
^J«*^^J^««Id.  tease,  pretect  SkTS^ 
•ao«  London  time  alter  time  in  thewamS^cJ^ 
Jj^triumphs  to  teU  him  and  get  Ws  rew»£ 

S^  l**"*r*"**'^**««»-    She^theSTS 
the  sunshine  of  his  human  Hfe.  ^ 

He  must  lose  all  that,  and  the  boy  toa    Th»*« 

ttonaj^  grave  mtle  Simon,  bom  with  ttTLli 
te^-soi^p^  of  bis  busy  ho««  i^4«?  It 
J"  «  awfol  break.    It  could  only  be  «ac«l«i2rbU>« 
Ike  Cress,  with  deodwl  hands.    ^■•••***'«^«»"«« 
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And  then  the  6ght  for  NeUy.  soul  ?    What  would  all 
that  come  to,  with  such  a  future  hefori.  il^         u 

■«ony?  God.  God  I  there  musTbTSl^K  "'*''" 
of  it  ^^       "  °*  **"*  0"»cr  way  out 

The  next  day  he  went  straight  to  Snm«r.^  u 

to  the  Registn^s  office.  anTStte  kl^Sr^°""' 
~«aained  unaltered.  iuZw^^H^f;  ^  ?»! 
the  vefdict  of  «  „«^*  **°°P  *^  ""^^  *»d 

^  rtglit.  pttiful  to  poor  humanity,  merciful  and 

a^t'r  ^^^  -s^i^^sSus^itrrs 

SS^oo^TL;!^'   i^*"*^  6«t  it  aU  into  hisown 

SLrf  tn  kETiJS^  ***^***  to  him  mote  cahnly. 
b^^^jJ^  «W»tion^ succeeded  ^mt 

Ci^^   .TlJ**''^^thathourofconfcssk>n- 
r^hwl  to  staml  looking  out  of  the  hotel  back  iZSl' 

oeaire  to  lacerate  him  with  -msmi  n«n..  fill.  "^^ 
J«!f>  •P<>to  or M.  wiAT&iplS^  ^  ,„ 

-;;;;~;;2;^  B««Ndiy«ood.h«ip„bj;' 
rtl'SZd.' '""'"'""" ''*^  "-^  "^  •»»• 

HI 
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Dlll^Si*™*;!  ""  Majorson.  "and  it  rather  com-^ 
t^^n     H^**""***"^*-    Th«t  you  hardly^ 

the  thing  broken  to  her.    She  mustn't  be  left  in  ignS^ 
ance  for  a  moment' 

w.T^^  r!  f  T '^*"''' ^®  ^  °*»"««d  to  do  before  he 
was  free  but  he  hurried  off  West  m  fast  as  he  c«Ud 

d^tiyitwasdispatched.    The  darkness  had  d«LX^ 

Bayswater   flat.    He   began   to  fear  that  she  might 
already  have  started  for  some  engagement  ^ 

^  Anived  at  the  small  front  door  he  found  that  it 

«  But  Miss  Lovekyn  has  only  gone  to  the  Countess  of 
K^^ck's  Children's  F*te/said  the  ^^^ 
^eper.  "That's  why  she  has  gone  so  early  sir  It 
J2"  ft  -^^^and  is  to  be  over^ten  or^^^'si* 

S^t^d'^r  T'r^  '^^  ^  ^^  ^^^  nine-thfrh^ 
she  told  me.    Won't  you  come  in  and  wait  ?  " 

In  ^^V"f  *"•  **  ^^^  *^  '^  «^t.  and  waited 
L^t^l^T,;r^  CuriouslyToigh  hrS 
nro  been  into  it  before.    He  had  always  been  kept 

I^J^i*  **'^»21«««^  of  difficulty  abottV  visiting  S 
L  liT  ***"  ^^^  that  he  kept  Simon  foj  ^ 
S^X^.""^°^"^»'^«>->>^tthe* 

a  ^J*^'**!?'**^"^**''*"***^««P*ri««*  brought 

'i^,  iwt  there  was  an  unconscious,  untrained  simolidtv 

^1;*  **^*l"Jr^"^  ^  paltry  ^ISS 
^dlTTtf  "^^  '^  very  chamSrfeticT^ 
candkl  worM-apectator,  NeUy. 

«54 
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and  «f  K^i  P    '"*°  '*«''  »««nc  consciousness 

^Ifl  ""^'  *"**  j»«»  »»»«  knew  nothing    S 

The  chintz«  wt^VJ^'^^    J  *?  drawing-room. 

lone-tulkSv^lT  ••      ^  ""'''"  vMe  with  »me 
cbiL*^^"''??"  <«<''«"  ««t  »P  ««»  the  low 

•» 


*  * 
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J^kfag  do«,  into  h«,  eye.  fc,  .  .,.0^  ~  "^ 
2JJ«  to  .pert  .  «teK.,    H^b,^,iZJZi 

•»«r»»rt  "y, of  eo«.e.  I  did  hbd.  .ad  Mta.u 
ueautlerr   Simon?    blwiu?"  •"jnoHig 

»^MTOV,  feemliig  to  Mud  IHie  a  dim.  AaaAmA 
W*Uk  o«  of  .  do«l  rf  peed,  a^.^^ 
•«i  •  few  blue  .tone,  rtout  lier  aeck  md  SSthL' 

«r«».h,  tad  ,«w  .eemed  »  much  aie  Brtie  M«nZ 

tadi,«ri!ft^.r^  Pononagee  end  place,  ilie 
mm  m  ber  own  Iwmek  dinging  to  liim  in  n^ 


»iS?^  ^^   •*    "^^     Something  my 
Her  imlles  shaded  «  Uttte  to  the  old  mtentncML 
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of  court.  I  wflL    WhMtUitf^  ^*^'^^^' 

d«wi  and  wintry.  ^^'         ^'"®"*  comment. 

ne  would  have  done  Simon  wu  lo  o«J-aLi   i       . 
fa  dieer  «df^dence  he  ^sted  Se  IS^*^'  ***** 

.i^»pr^ 

;;for  ^  ^f^sr  r^:^  S.f,^ 

we-- iMwe  unknowingly  offered  yoTS  SJL\^ 
You  were  never  Nellv  Lov»lr«».  ;«         .  "*■*  y*"* 

yo».  though  we  ^t^:^tLi  laij::^^  ^ 

were  a  great  lady  Itw«  1.7^  ^'^ne  time  you 
■hnrlnnf  il*  r^VlJ  ^*  ^^y  ^"»«>y  that  I  found— 
«^but  na^-on  that  French  beach  I    htZ 

r^^J^  ''^o  ouae  to  me  for  a  hSkdrei  !S 
•  Mcond  pair  of  ttockinn  I    i»  ««  t  "r~L."*"  **^ 

If 
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>»•  t»k«i  «n  Lijndon  by  ttorin,  and  !•  a  Queeo  of  !».«♦•' 

aeret-  ^**'*' P*«*o».  Lady  FInroy.  of  Cobdo,. 

w^J^^^J^;^'  ->^»  «<»»Wne,  but  tear, 
wwe  welling  to  her  terrified  ey«.    HeledWtoa^S 

^t,  !  Ji      M  u^*^  movement  of  her  hand  to  her 

^i^'  tl^^^  V ""  "^ "  "^^ ' »« 

wwnn«u  tWttfaie.    You  «e.  It  4omd  me  wilt— 

"«»^ke  mwiyiiig  he,  hto,^    aiegUn<T.p„ 

^^■Fjdjtarfy  «.  «Kl  he,  e,«  ..d  kh^TStJ'^ 
•Mne  thought  at  clearly  as  thoarii  mokMi 

-01,b«t  I  c«^  do  i-J'S^X...^,,,. 
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ki*.     u    .  v^'    .     *^"*^"'a.  I  shudder,  even  befom  i  .^ 

««Wn't  be  so  hideously  crodT     ^'*^-^*  <>'  Yoo, 

"  But  my  dear  child " 

"  If«  monstrous,  horrible  I"  the  »M  -^-ji 

«•   htel     I  annoi  go  to  Wn  nowl     'mTZ^ 


•nd  your 

«*•/  be  em  again  what  I  was.    I  can't  h^  t^iTZ^ 
jpin.    He  doesn't  exist    No^an  ^^^        '^ 
lW.o„,yyoul„allthewoSd"      ***»*•"•««. 
"NeUy,  Ncily." 

He  said  It  with  his  back  tummA  ♦^  u      i..  . 
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Ofc««.  >  «.  kaow.    Now  I  have  dooc,    But  yo^ 
imT  V^rh-Jr,  •?"  ^*  h««   •prong  to  her  ey« 

Sl^u       -7^*****  long  and  v«y  .kmly,  looking 

^•^TJ^i^'u  S»» took hfadkace for «,g«. 
-Than  if  tbsy  make  rae^'  .he  hhtted--tf  ,1/^ 

Ijow  ma,  make  me  do  ao  horrible  a  thfag  o  tSllS 

gh^  up  jjU  that  yo«  have  unght  «e,ll^Si';S 
talm  my  Mfo  fa  my  own  hand.  «Ki  le«i  tt^J/^' " 

»»*»  1  wfll  defy  you  aU>.NM  and  von— uirf  n^ 
toa  I  wlU  Weak  myaelf  and  nThcSTfa^^  ^ 
bjjt  Iwin  pr-nem  fa  all  thiwcrkl-faok^niilS 

She  Wl  fcrwaid  with  her  head  fa  her  arm..  .-A^i^- 
P-fc-itly.  .nd  wfth  a  few  whi^^^^ 
muttemi  «»iehow,  wiyhow.  i^lSh^^Jft^ 

of  hfaiaatt;  and  went  oi  fati  the^T  ^* 
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«T/r^  "^/^i  ntt-mm  "huhtk 

fnn  ^  Qmttm  Saimt. 

Which  i.  all  no  doubt  true  enough.  Be    H«hi»f  i-a_ 
•n  mquettioned  authority  m\^S:JLi  ^^  ^*^ 

"g«K»tly  pride  «d<^T''Zf^!!?^"^y-    ^ 

n-.  of  the  other  feults,  culled^M^^^  *T" 
robittt  naughtiness  of  ajHtioS  %.«!:    ,^?***  **"  **»« 

r.^zj^siythe*;^':::^^        »* 

body  M»  emotional  iSSLrJ«lJ^"^5  ~°^ 
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^«*«rf  bu.to«^  he  grew  I«rief  Md  mo«  ri,^  fa  i," 

h.^!^  M'-jHWwf.  "ghortlycJoeit"  ,««ig 
MdM  r^.    ".,"^,  "^^  ■»"  l-  for  m«,y  yji 

d«f«  ^  «^  fa£, JS-^^ '^^^i:^;^. 

«nd  if  he  IS  a  pnest,  the  spiritual  ^^ 

of  tteSi?^  i'J^u  ^'^  "^"^  ''^^^  renunciation 

infiniK.  «1«7^  over-sneitenng,  enclosing  care  of  his  own 

■™'  r**UP^  "«*»'  glimmering  in  the  early  cwTS 
•tojecluuitrie.    Nooneheanlofit,andver/|^'Lt 

H«e  he  fought  it  Heie  he  enhsted  on  his  side  the 
•J^jurchai^elic  warriors.  He«hewentom^ 
over  i«w„tte  weary  anguish  of  the  whole  stonr.    H«e 

«*rhng  and  pupfl  and  love;     In  his  writhimm  ^ 

mTn'stfr^^  of7''  ''  "k^"*^  Fin,:t«X 
««n5  Wile.     As,  of  course,  she  was—Elinor    L^v 

F»^  a  jounded  like  .  «».,  ^oN^T^^^J 
««•  Of  EMI  End  NeUy  mach  smootlied  end  Mot*. 
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~^.  in  horriWy  shiny  satin,  and  an  even  shinier  nose 
rtwding  d,e«  up  against  a  caidboard  terrace  wi^ 
tin  hound  at  her  side.  It  was  ludicrousTbuTit  might 
one  day.  quite  shortly,  become  the  trutt^  he  si^  d.  He 
would  make  it  so.  whatever  it  cost  him 

lai^HM^r*  "  .^*  r^  **""'^  to  the  lay  mind,  so 
^y  did  the  spiritual  at  all  times  loom  in  his  horizon 

«H  1       ''Pu'^  consolation  to  him.  in  all  the  stroS 

was  stiU  h«  to  order  and  to  rule,  even  though  it  might 
be  to  rule  her  to  love  another  man.  * 

to^  r^^'  *  ^''^  ^'^^  ^*'***-    "^^  »«d  ~»«  round 
to  the  Cordwayners  one  morning  as  was  his  haWt. 
ane  refuses  to  communicate  with  me  direct" 
Hasn't  she  answered  the  letter  then  ?  " 

mlf  °"  J^°'  *  "^^"^  '^''''^  y°»  advised  it.  and  I 
mrationed  your  name  in  it,  to  sanction  it" 

tW  J*^iSIl!l  *^**r.*«r  to  K«'  over  the  surprise  of  aU 
tW^  Majorson  said  judiciously.  "You  ^'t  throw 
wo^  about  like  tennis-balls  and  expect  tl^  to  Ute 
It  loa    I  let  you  write  to  her.  as  I  thought  it  miriit 

But  I-what  am  I  to  do?  Here  I  am,  ready  to 
^  ^'^  ^PJ'-ation.  take  them  both  back  t^,  Cobde^ 
'm.  acknowledge  my  fault  I  I've  already  ruined  my. 
•df  for  ever  with  the  county.     I've  smihed  up^y 

Sis     SiTf •    '^«^r"P*"Ihopedtodoi„S 
worW.    What  more  could  any  man  do?" 

."  ^  *^."  «W  Majorson  UconicaUy. 
"Go  abroad?"  ' 

dl^W^  "^*~^  ***^     Fto«>y.  you  are  not  a 
diplomatist     You  are  too  «»^mi,/.     Your  tin,  and 


* 
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yow  virtues  miy  all  k. -^_- ,„^  .  ^  ^  v 

'^^"t  mygood^J^^f  iT^  '^  ''''*«^  *h«n  I  have 
I»or  Neu/iK^l'i::f  '' »?  ^««*.  ^o  feel  fS 
I  have  nuJde  mj^f  f  l^u^,*^'  ?>»*  of  view. 

tion  ag^in."  ,  ^  *"«  *o  face  the  Radical  Aaicia- 

*  But  go  abroad  ?    Mth^     f  *""*'  *n)*ow.- 
bejokini^-^***'    At  this  stage?    Surely  you  must 

•ocial  PcniteHSe  to^S^lT'^'^*'* 
«*«ted  woman  w^ati^!^  ««  feet  that  d«  |s  a 
it  lU  It.  tewert."  ^iai^  1^"*^  estates-to  pot 
«i^  •  glrT^utfve  dS^^^-  -^oumustJl^ 
5«t  you  love  berli^X^,^*-  P«P  the  ftct 
^**ioii8  are  delicate  m!^;J:^"  emotional  con- 
by  steam  P^-uT^^Tt^*  J^""'^  ™"  *»»«» 

«»inkitover.    I^td^T^^    *"? '^^ '»«**'*««  «« 

fc«r«kethatyou^^f  &.'>^  ""*'  ****'  **  "  ^ 
"  I  think  I'lJwriK:   li        '^^  *™*'  anyhow." 
«  Hurac  I  u  write  and  say  that  mvaJr-  «:j  m-    . 

f       wHiy,  i  warn  yoo-^be  is  an  art^" 
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m«j  Mid  Nigel,  his  eyes  and  nostrils  dilating  at  Se 
^thought,  and  got  up  and  went  off  to  l^l  the 
l^^d  plan  the  Continental  tripto  which.  asTmatt^ 
of  fact,  he  was  not  altogether  averse 

haJt^^^Tl*"**^?**""'  °^  *^  ^"^  f«^  months 
^  Wt  their  mark  on  him,  and  a  London  winter  which 

hadbegun  already^in  November-with  a  ch^  pr^ 
f^^TJ^  ^"^"P  ^'^''  *=°"»>ined  with  "^N^^ 
S^r  pr^'::^'"^"'^  »»^  heroism.held  out  but 

r^^sTbi  £;rhe  wanrrV'i'r  'r'"^  -^ 

^!!!!"/1l'**  *"**  ''P^*''"*^  shiftiness  was  as  the  mairic 
carpet  of  Arabian  lore  to  him.    So  after  i^tin^  a  l^a 

te«^„tiy  crossed  out  for  effect4is  own  lit2^ 

S^SLIh'  f  r^*"^  P*^"«  «*  heroicalTS^ 
i^over  instead  of  London,  for  the  sake  of  th«  Ji*rl 
^u^e  pon^A  gave,  h.  c»»«,  S  clIS  i:^ 

Bat  Tetry  Alders  h«l  his  own  particular  reason  for 

W«t.lwpc,wer,,l«rp™fes.ion?    WI«tw.aZ„.to 
I*  done  Willi  regard  to  tlwse?  "goingto 

^^'^-):^^z:^" '"  '^«*  '^  '""'^ 

wImm  fk^  .    ^  "*^  *  *"°'^  *««««  one  evening 

Jj?"!^«  f«  *^''»aid  the  priest ;- it  would  be 
•oeount«l  martyrdom.  He  would  have  it  photographed 

96s 
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•«*«  to  the  RS«Herb^S^d,Tv  ""  T  "^ 
»^  P«,i.™at^  Jl^  *°-"'  be  a  biU  b«„,fc, 

"  Your  duty  I »  ousmess  with  hia  pipe. 

"A»  a  spiritual  director." 

"  Ahl  /■  ?!.*  '^."■"e-'n"^.  shall  protest  I  • 

d«r  what  I  shall  WWl^r  '™'*-    '"'»  '» 

"f^.^»:l;«,"X'^a«Wan.^th..ex 
l»»  few  enough  of  theS^  tL,  V?™"  ''"°'" "« 
-.owj.to^a1awu„S^e„2^,'.f  '""  ""«*'  "« 

tb..^ce^r:;.r;tS^,'If -"•  "B-  "ow  does 
a^  ought  to  be,  „.t'i'  Z^"^  '°  "'^  '"'«■  " 

Witt's  ^^r'  «'»'«'  -way;  for  once  really  .ng,y 

">«"uaongstyoul"  '^^'    ^o  on  tUl  yoo  MI 

P«ri-.  to  crush'^  lo"dv  ,o^'  "rr"""*  ""'y  of  "S 
W"  when  he  d«S  to  tttakTS "?^~"»««'«  1>o^ 

He  did  not  de"r»e  to  ha~  h-         "'"^  "^  "'"y- 
Frubbert  flung  at  "u  ll'Z^Z^TT  •"  "*" 
doubt  that  in  stifling  his  heaS  i^^/'l  there  was  no 
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?J1  K*^r"  ^^  '"  ^'^-    Nigel  was  his  in  fear 
They  should  be  ruled  into  obedience. 

ner  spirit    That  was  his. 

As  for  Nelly  herself,  she  withdrew  obstinately  into  a 
hard  remoteness,  and  refused  to  even  discuss  «pitula- 
t»n.  She  had  answered  two  of  Majorson's  most 
•Ku^ng,  most  appealing,  most  commanding  letters 
by  short  notes  holding  to  her  original  and  pLio^ 

hr^fL  • '  *''^^'*'**  "'  ^^  •'"  P«Wic going  on  JS 
e^^  Q^T  "J*=?«-"i"edly  and  as  powerfully  as 

fame,  a  feverish  sense  of  triumph  behind  ^1  her 
^uberant  gaieties  She  grew  wSuer.  sharper  „,or1 
brUhant  m  her  skits,  brighter  and  more  wiaciou^ 
of  naanner.  more  fiercely  clever  in  her  onslaughts  into 
Je  follies  of  her  society  generation.  She  crushed  out 
thought  by  working,  racing  at  work,  night  and  day  by 

of  the  wilder  side  of  her  daring  nature. 

w«^oop,ed,  h«-  saymgs  quoted.  Pictures  of  her. 
perfectly  gowned,  as  models  of  grace  appeared  in  the 
fer'^foir:^'""  '^°"-"fo««ht  each  o^t  Scut 
ffou^n  r-  ^'^.'  *"^  P^^  ^^  extravagant  sun^ 
Sr^dfSl'^^f  \^  '"  ^^"'"«  holdTber  first. 
^^  a™  d«Pe«te  love  to  her.  and  crammed  her  flat 

She  met  her  own  photographed  face  in  almost  every 

^thnal  Green  Nelly~and   saw  her  name  in  everv 

Ae  crowds  who  worshipped  her  very  feet  ki^  that 
-he  was  my  Lady  pinroy  too.  wicfa  a  histoiy,  h« 

0f 


LITANY  LANE 


«w«ph  would  tmvt  been  «fl^  1  ^  '  ■ 

•^  knew  it,  and  t^  l^j  JS?  i^**1:    A.  it  wa. 
^  rf«i«(?.  gave  t£t  lSrw^3L^J~P«'« 

?»«~  h*d  been  a  firtt  ove^  kLt!!^'^*  '"'V* 
f»««y  women  who  iJd  "hTS    ^.^  *^  'niportant 

^  to  the  world  ^^'  |«t  ^"^  ""^^  ««- 
S^ttfah  miihonaire.    wkh  a  -  "'   »»^  to  be 

Highland,  rentedfrom  .      • «°'«~'»  ca»tle  in  the 

Hiida.  Lady  Racebv  TuSL   -     ^^  "*"  *««■• 
«ne  «K>ming/asX^^^^  «;  ."P*«  NeUy  early 
<^'doclr  in  the  •fter^o^stSf^f'  1*^'  ''  '^  ^ 
up  her^if  probably  th^desc^^";**  ''^  '"^  °«^y  J"^ 
^  As  usual  HUda%^  ZT^     !  ^^^  *™«  «o«Wlt 
d«ye«tciy  conTngTo^"?  "»^«  "P  ^ve^r 
of  W  dn««.    She  was  «U^  if  .T^   *»»«  tS 
ti^t  toothing  on  her  «S^]^iL?"*^^»  "«*«  h-ny 
**»«&  but  she  made  upTo/J^     •'""'*'  '^^  P«>P«J 
8^«ia.  «d.  it  must  L^d^':^  ^^  -^^ 

Oh,  my  angd  child!"  iJ^^J^"*'"^ 
«  the  JittJe  drawing-room   th.^'  *^"^'««»g  NeUy 
-  Vou  cannot  desert  me?  Yo„*  S.T*  ^  «»te«d 
»Pon  my  secunW  y,^ ,    r^*"'  ^^  ^now  what  ha^ 

^ty  affair^hat'e  frbLre^.^°;  .fT  *?"  ^^  ^ 
^  to  that  dit^dful^ckmii?  °'~-"*«»«»tor. 
'^fe  reputation  is  pinne^to?/^^-  "^  '  ^?  My 
»»i«.  I  can  get  yoS  I  ^^'t  tftjVlT^ '    ^"^ 

•^««g  wtris  S"«11^  •^j«^ 
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»,";^  .^"l '*^""    T.ke  it,  trte  it  I     IwiUeveo 
go  to  that  to  tecaic  ^a"  ^^ 

A  .         "*  "**  **ft  and  safely  back  in«n  k-- 

motor  and  whirled  away.  ^  "*°  '^^^ 

Sl»  had  barely  gone,  and  Neily  was  just  turning  f« 
SLfthe^  J:^  ^^  '^^  «*^  -««  tile  cS^^^ 

>»  the  little  bMVj^r^'         ""  of  ahuge  voice 
It  looked  like  a  mass  of  moving  a^Lr  -^ 


ffh;^^  -. 
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•»d  full,  and  also  p^r.^«2"^"?  *  "*»«»  "^"^ 
of  two  full  cheeks.^^^^^'  ^""^^  *"*°  'h*  "Wdle 

Enormously  valuable  jewels  hung  on  to  i*. 
POMible  promontory-^  tk.  c  ^  <*  to  Its  eveiy 
-wd  its  clothes  ^TwhS^J*^..'*'^"****  rawy 
w"  from  the  hip.  iS  the  wtj^"^  •^'  »*»  'mZ 
^  like  that  of  a  joi„til«^^.  "5  "^  **»°'*  ^^  «tep 
m«ch.  Round  i^  swiZ^b^Vn  ^'?***^  «»  *^ 
fe-thers.  jewdled  W  w/^llf?/^^^  «~P«»'  ^^ck** 

f^TLT^i^  r  St^-  ,-:^*  r  ^  haughty 
options,  and  her  littlI1luw;f  *"**^i^«»ese  inter- 
met  the  full  blaze  of  M,^m  JS  T  ^^  ^  «y« 
So  th^w^  the  HlghlJlfd^X'^  :^^^^^^  '^  ^^ 

shu^X^ffiusTthtr!^^^  ^  -- 

**"P*y  everybody  else;     I 


have 


will  buy  'em  all  out . 

"It  is  in  the  hands  of  mv  am^f  >  u^-_ 
««ve  eyes   staring.  s^7^\  ^  ^^^'  ^ 
'^der  at  the  sStiTSdy^S  *  "^^^^   *"rning 

,'     •^^^  Mrs.  MacShiiter, 


IS 


*B«hl    Money 

Jut  she  called  it  "monish.-   -^^.^"1^' 
*^  to  do  it?    You  ^  wo2^^?**-'^* 


non^ 
monish."^ 


you  can,' 


NeUy  began  to  demur. 


«"workyo;:rage;tr);onC 


I^kl»ere.ifsimpo;t«.Vcoadesceod«l 
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^luSil^lSr?*""*****  I' ;«'*^-''')  ««t  getsh  hold 
of^^  the  nobsh  for  me.    Ill  p.y  five  hundn^lf  you'S 

fSi*  J^  ^^?^.  *'  ^  ^*"*'°'-  Truly  she  inw  M 
^&!t^^"i  contcjnplation.  yet  iJ^  was  iSf  iS 
wwiues  that  made  the  breath  come  quicker  he^^ 

rt!^^  ^  ,'t  WM  the  fcct  thai  •omehow  behM 
5\^Sr*"'  %««  before  h»  ,he«  n,S1^3l 

owuniuiiy  drewed  hair  and  a  resentful  laneh  and  a 

SSS  M  "1!,  "c?*-    ^"  ^«^  shadowHSd^ 
b^nd  Mrs.  MacShuter,  and  in  front  a  tossine  monk^ 

'vZ'^'^iT'*^  Mrs.  M«5h«te,. 
comnmnicate  with  my  agent"  ^^ 

«ii5Llt°^  ^rt^"^^'"  •*°'««'  *«  «- 
™"P«mt  Queen,  wUriing  round  nd  wadiffine  hernrff 

h«  U|p«te  and  puhed  it  up  at  NeUy  a.  a  rtewi^ 


B-tNdly«d«n«ri:;;SeTS 


ifen^aBditis 


. 
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tobt  tend  tiMt  io  her  mippnmmi 

»«y^  the  tinwhitewuhed  Hfldik    For  «h«i  th. 

^u^u"^  '  '"''  ^^  «~»*»  to  enSSfa  t£ 
>WiwmMh«ndfolkmliig,Uthe"cmtchit"^^ 
A.  Ac  entered  «he  gave  a  few  brief  but  oooipi«h«i. 

^hfTsTJ  *'  n««ervtnt%  the  tfaraoging  gueetiL 
•nd  by  the  doonroy  of  the  reception-foomthe^JS^ 
P^  gli«I»e  of  the  hortTa^SShlrSSI 

Sn^trK?^'  to  two  oSrSSThi.  ir 

^  ei«i  in  ttfe  wdl<»t  evening  rait  that  hTww 

^J^l^;'^^r'^^*-  A;therei..cW 
unfit,  io  there  it  one  of  the  unfittahlt 

.*  ^  ??.  ~*  •?**"*'*'"•"*>*  ^<*d  tiU  the  party  w«i 

•t  its  fullert  awing,  and  the  waa  due  to  awwJwSw 
dicing  imitationi.  ^*^  '^"  *" 

radiant  face  was  tremendous.  She  had  never  hZTtT 
•jch  perfect  form.  She  mu^!^rhJ!^  ^^ 
gjggih^appUuding  crowd  had  en^vred  hoTaadnittS 
JBjfa^  h«I  reached  a  crescen^S^^LSf^ 

2;^of  HigWand  muric  It  was  so  brilUant  and  so 
SS^i^Uli^  «d  iling  that  the  wriieoc^ 
^IZitS^';  •  P«tty  compIimentavSSS 
llr^  ff***^  descent  of  their  hosts,  ^ve  it  an 

JMMo^  by  the  door,  was  particuUuiy  deltehtod.  and 
«^  stmed  by  the  wfld  sounds  of  his  native  9^ 
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coughed  not  once,  but  .gain  and  akin  broTS^  k1!3? 
tr^^  •-•y«<*'h«»dhcr  hand^^^di^'g^iS' 

S!«r!t»  ^  '"  •"•***  •stonlahment  This  luw- 
bnous  tWng-what  was  it  ?  Unlike  her  usual  stvlsSl* 
^wanted  tragedy  h«e.    The  thing  w^^  hS^! 

«  conwmptive  slave,  and  to  even  look  the  partT?! 
thing  h«l  a  sort  of  horror  with  the  musIc^dtiTe  fm^ 
1"^^  Suddenly,  having  created  ,S;?^;^^ 
«»«nipped  up,  was  away  at  the  back  of  t^^M^^ 
appn^ching  towards  the  supposed  figure  ah^itef^ 
•nyone  was  aware  that  iV^  mo^Jd^nd  S^ 

oever.      What  you   doing?"  said   the   o^w^^^^l^ 
jdd««i„gthein,agi„a,ygSl  -SigWogSS^wS!'' 

S"S«  totdn?X"oft:sS:^d  : 

•ndAe  wa^i^Q^  P««h  ov«  the  platform  edge, 
i*L^!^  -Shtarve-go  and  shtarvel  shta^ 

^  the  music  crashed  into  a  hideous  di^xml  aa^M 

m 
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S^qS!?^":.*?."!'   ***«'   tolmltoble  copy  rf 
Mr.  MMShtiter.    «Gtod  to  ihee  you  in  Park  uLk 

h»wod«mldi.>ppe«^    A  total  rilence  foIIowodjS 
-Z?!t?j;!^  ***'^-     *">«  •»«»«>»«  ft«uidly 

!r!!l^'    Very  good,  very  good  I  "and  everybody 

■pcertry  and  a^toeedentt  could  possibly  have  done. 
To-morrow  aU  London  would  rinTwith  it 

Afterwards  NeUy,  dressed  in  her  white-fiirred  cloak 
•nd  ready  to  go.  sent  for  her  host  He  came  into  the 
"JM««  Witt  livid  fece  and  trombllng.  JSl^ 
^wta^  He  said  nothing,  but  leant  back  againTS 

*yMi  DrettUess  and  silent 

-^  ^llect  Bojs?- she  saw.  pulling  on  her  long 
tSr^'A  ?*  '~  '^J"  »*»^' " ''Wte  as  her  fun.  ^ 
SSJIJ  ^  y«>  that  kick  b«:k.  and  I've  done  H 
SrSJLi'^*  to  iay  that  I  wont  touch  your  money 
for  thia-you  an  tdl  your  wile  ru  square  tCuiw^ 

He  remained  abjectly  staring  at  hi. 

B^ien  neuy  Lovefcyn.    I  never  meant  you  to  ferset 

aS&J*^^^    V**y  flourishing.  I  shoukl  fimcy 

^^^J^tT^HT!?^  ^^^    Does  she  stiU  cou^* 
otttherlifein  work'honrs?''  ^^ 

TTie  man  uttered  a  fiuions  oath  under  his  braath 

fcwing  the  ewrs  of  his  footmen. 
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Th«i  God  hdp  herl-  nid  the  dmncer,  ««kI  put 
h«^on  your  h«dl"  .nd  went  to  W  SrtJ^ 

b^ing  down  among  her  cushion,  and  fincrie.  Into  . 


■fS 


CHAPTER  XXI 

Gaoaan  Hbmut's  Ldtm. 

I  \fr*wl!  *'*^"^  »fternoon.    Lady  Philllpp.  and 

ri..»r ^  MUson  went  slowly  up  the  stairs  of  STMars 

^t^""^  **  d«wing.room  by  way  of  a  s^S 

TT>e  Mart  was  a  heterogeneous  dub.  very  smart  and 

■cj«daL  It  had  nothing  clearly  against  it  except  a 
•hnig.  No  newspaper  had  ever  quite  leportS^ite 
dotegj,  but  eveoHbody  talked  about  'them  SSSLly 
^the^ult  that  it  did  not  lack  for  membm^^' 

•nd  dinners  to  see  what  couW  be  seen. 

Ms  he  here  yet?"  PhiUippa  said  to  her  companion 

glandng  round  the  wide,  silk^iinelled  «x,m       '^       ' 

We  are  too  early,"  Mr..  Milscn  replied  with  relief 

"hewMt  to  one  of  the  minor  panels  to  rudjust  it    At 
»*«  up  •  miguioe  to  nve  hendf  the  tFOulTof 


•I* 
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wilS.l^«fSLT„'^j!!?«  ^  «*»Wng  to  a 

SI.  w«  look!:^ j:5^  '„t  v^  ^  «^^. 

•  Httici  accentuating  the  hard  line  ofL  ««.hS  C 
the  cold  rebellion  of  her  eyS^  ^  "**^  *"** 

a  lil3e"^±„ri  **~"f  ""y  *'~»«*'  »^*  «o^  with 
ivl«  IkTT  P**?^  "*"  ****  »^**«  of  contpicuoumew  a 
X  "t.ir*'  »i?;?!Cf  contrasted wilhtheex^;: 
P«ior  oi  Der  face.  The  two  on  the  settee  f^ked  about 
her  with  an  avidity  quite  undisguised.    Pr^ndv  a 

a  M^'.  ^ ' "  "^f  ^™PP^  >«*  ^««or  evaporating 
•  little  as  her  eyes  dwelt  on  his  face.  -We  l«^w 
teturned  after  six  months  of  the  Wvienu  i^t^S 
you  because  you  are  the  one  f«sh  tWng  teft.  aoi^tiv 
in  Ais  u«i.„p  old  desert  of  London."*^  ^  ^PP^^Y' 
Am  I  fresh  ?"  said  Terry,  with  dreamy  disappo-nt- 
m«it,  as  he  held  her  hand.  "All  my  4  rJ^^ 
jytaghanl  to  be  the  other  thing,  or^ifyrj^ 

nol  te"h^i?*  ""^  *""""*"*  ""^  »«*"«»•  o'  y««  would 
-Here?" 

-Oh,  Milly  and  I  are  all  right    You  are  all  ..ft. 

mTf^owr:^    But  this  plS-thisClS" 

"flut  L^  ''  '^V?^  "^"S*  ''°'  »«^*»  criminal'  ?" 
But  isn  t  it  your  Club  ?  »  he  asked. 

toWo^''***3^"«**»y-    "That's  why  I  had 


LITANY  LANK 

_^  ««.- 1  .M.  yo«  wouldn't  I"  half  »te  M, 
"Doyouf-ihcdi^    'Whyt" 

?i  IS^  J*i  'r  '"°^'»«'  -^^  ^STft"? 

of  ^^^SlLSr'A'i,'' tJSiSLr.*"*'*''^'  *'*  •  «-« 

i-^&  to  L^:"  '*'./°'  °" '» •''"■"'pp''' 

.      •  ""  "^•"  «>  *ce.    She  wouJd  never  hetlM>  ..C!!.. 

•lie  wai,  Md  It  made  him  Ul  to  h»i«  to  iS^Ti!^ 

to  himself,  since  h^  1,-S  .  r  ^T^       ■°°^*  '*»  «*•« 

«™«i.  since  he  had  a  fastidious  horror  of  tiie 
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2JJtotlon  of  MiytWng  bewitifij.    Who  wm  to  blame? 

2SLL  %:!''' ^  or  what?  He  Z2^ 
quertkmi.  They  opened  up  thing*  that  were  n«» 
Jnnatdy  graceful  and  lovdy.     ^  »«  were   not 

V^  women  were  unhappy  it  was  always  physical,  he 

"l  new  am  weU  now.     That  is  nothing  new 
HWt  I  had  awful  health  all  the  time  welJI^a::;;; 

the^versation.    "  Hours  and  hours  lying  ^  on 

;«T?^  5^2  ?*  '"J'  ********  ^•^  *y  the  manservant. 

« JrSil"**^  ~""**  ****  ~*»"-   On  «M  the  tables  the 
««e  phenomenon  was  visible.    On  one  quite  close  to 

Slo ;L;^S^^'  champagne. empty.stood  SZ^ 
two  «nartly  dressed  eager  women  who  were  both  talking 

^  «Ll^,**  ^  "^"^  «~"P  ^^  womenlmd 
m^mi»d  were  laughing  very  loudly  and  smoking  in 

hJ^H^^r* 'i^  •?"='' **''*^'' "«•    He  wished 

~U^Si  "*  ""^  **'•  **~"  *^^  ">^^"PP^      "  WM 

seJ!^*^*,T2lfJ*"'  ^  adventures  and  doings  of 

ran  Off  a  1^  of  marriages,  deaths,  and  general  sossio 
"d  gave  her  brisk  and  graphic  uccoJ^TlT^ 

«79 
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old  Temple  almost  entirely,  except  to  um  his  chambers 
"•  pud-^^tm.  He  was  boyish  in  his  desire  to  be 
breeiy  and  to  cheer  her  up.  She  taughed  sneeringly. 
He  would  not  have  believed  it  of  her  at  one  time,  fc2t 
now  he  reragnised  the  note  as  becoming  a  familiar  one 
, '  **»»"  ~^  thought  your  occupation  would  have 

.ul25'..^  Ne»»g«fa.  She  has  left  that  little  horiaon 
altogether  now.  I  understand.  She  had  before  I  left, 
but  now  one  hears  of  her  as  the  adored  of-I  was  goinff 

Wi^^yT^'""'    I«'t-»e  going  to  marry  th^ 

"Marry?— Who?" 

Phillippalaughed.  "That donkey-boy. Lord  Barraday. 
H«s  father  may  not  be  a  Duke,  but  he  is  a  Marqufa. 
Thv  say  he  is  always  about  with  her  and  running  after 
berl  His  people  are  seriously  concerned,  because  he 
means  marriage.  Why,  it's  common  talk.  You  are  not 
*  v«y  good  chaperon  if  you  don't  know  that ! " 

BuVf  "I!!J  12?  ***,***P*~*^    That  was  old  Majorson. 
But  I  cant  believe  it,  nevertheless." 

TlllSf  .^n*"  ^^"^^    Adc  anybody  you  like. 
TheyOl  all  tell  you  the  same.    Evidently  you  are  not 

She  looked  at  him.  nodding  and  mocking  and  search- 
ing  his  ftce.  He  tried  not  to  notice  that  she  took 
anothw  liqueur  after  this  outburst  What  in  the  name 
^.5^"^^  come  to  her  ?  And  her  news,  if  it  was 
tru^  reduced  him  to  perplexed  silence.  He  was  think, 
ing  ov«r  its  possibilities  with  regard  to  NeUy.  and  the 
magnitude  of  the  issues,  should  there  be  any  real  truth 
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in  h.  Phillippa  thought  he  wai  sulking.  She  tut pectad 
him  of  a  wealcneaa  for  his  pupil 

"  And  they  lay  she  ii  encouraging  him  quite  cleverly," 
she  went  on.  "  Really,  you  have  taught  her  very  well 
at  your  Monastery  I  She  means  to  be  a  Marchioness 
before  she  has  done,  firoKi  all  I  hear." 

"  That  she  can  never  be,"  he  said,  and  then  stopped. 

Phillippa  laughed.  "My  dear  man,  she  is  quite 
clever  enough  I "  she  laughed. 

He  got  up  to  go.  This  news,  the  heated  atmosphere, 
and  tbn  change  in  Phillippa  were  more  than  he  could 
stand  all  together.  He  must  get  out  into  the  fresh  air 
and  think  things  over  a  bit  Phillippa  rose  and  said  she 
would  come  too,  and  would  drive  him  part  of  the  way 
home.    He  could  hardly  refuse. 

They  got  up  to  come  away.  As  they  did  so,  Terry 
noticed  a  tall  red-haired  woman  at  a  distant  taU«  rise 
as  they  rose,  seemingly  watching  them  intently.  She 
was  very  richly  dressed,  and  in  the  distance  handsome, 
and  wore  her  coil  of  red  hair  loosed  half-way  down  her 
bade  She  had  nervous  hands  covered  with  rings,  that 
riiimmered  and  glittered  even  from  this  distance.  She 
stood  dose  to  the  wall  near  the  door.  As  they  got  near 
he  saw  that  on  this  was  pinned  a  dainty  programme  sheet 
announdng  a  musical  afternoon,  and  central  in  the  list 
was  the  star  name  "  La  Ndlguin." 

The  lady  measured  thdr  slow,  tortuous  progress 
throu|^  the  crowded  room  to  a  nicety,  and  exactly  as 
Phillippa  came  within  earshot,  yet  was  not  capable  of 
getting  out  of  it  easily,  she  said  in  clear,  indsive 
accents — 

"  Interesting,  bn't  it,  for  the  new  Lady  Finroy  to  per- 
form before  the  old  1 " 

Phillippa  glanced  up,  blanching.    She  read  the  name 

all 
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m^tmai^  ^"^  P***^  to  it,  tad  ft  wo  nl^ 

Twy  podiod  lbrw«d  and  JSZiS  tw.  ^ 

b.?^:SSS.tl"  ^ »«"  «y«  following  iSC'. 
*  Wmj  nrwyone  knows  I'' .he  lafcL 

*^  pride  at  her  own  ^«rft>«-!^^  no"  fine  eyes 

i««ir  ii.«^,  j«r  jrtr^  r'jrsf 

^'ouW  have  ftg  feathen.         ^^  ■"«  *u,  as  a  bird 

A  small  woman  who  had  hMrri  .n  <i-. 
of^rantage  at  the  dde  n<nrroir^d1ii!!!"u'  ^* 
uninvited,  and  m  lean"^  J^  a1  ^!S**  ^  '^'« 
•*«ri««r  «Ki  smiling.  hS  "fttle^L^     "*  •'*"*'^' 

"»wn  club  woman,  the  metJlmAni  .  j     .  .      *  '"'•''■ 
'  ™*  •"ocewtul  and  celebrated  Mrs. 
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iti^  PhiUippa  and  Terry  at  the  Brightoc  hotel 

Sha  ranainad  stoopingly  watching  har  haadK>iiia 
•t"V^  «Br  Muna  minutes  with  a  kind  of  gmdginf 
•dmiratten  wrinlding  aU  om  har  weird  I'tuThiZ 
nodm  hn.  Then  ihe  laid  in  a  low,  grating  voice 
"f*.  "^  frMP  *  thin  mouth  widened  into  a  hataftil 
mocic-swaetnen  that  was  part  of  her  trade— 
"You  Just  threw  that  away  I " 
Mn.  Bathahaw  paused  in  the  rearranging  of  a  long 
pearl  drop  in  a  nest  of  emeralds  on  her  breast,  and 
stared  with  all  the  insolence  of  iine  eyes  and  a  hard 
Une  of  motttit 

"I  can  alTord  to  be  extravagant  I "  she  said  coldly. 
Tm  not  hard  up."  ^ 

"Ah,  but  can  any  of  us  alTofd  to  throw  away  any. 
thing?  In  this  world  you  must  go  on  getting,  getting, 
getting.    Seiie  and  hold  on  tight  is  my  motta" 

As  the  Uttle  woman  spoke  she  reached  out  and 
helped  herself  to  a  disl  of  sweets,  cramming  them 
eagerly  between  her  pointed  teeth,  an  illustration  of 
her  theory,  and  also  a  commentary  on  her  gnjntm- 
tinted  oomplexkm.  The  sweets  were  big  cieams 
containing  sticky  Maraschina 

Mrs.  Bathshaw  kwked  down  with  almost  vocal  scorn 
from  her  superior  height  and  splendour,  as  a  goddess 
might  look  upon  a  monkey. 

^  "I  pity  for  love  stakes.  Always  have,"  she  said, 
-Love  and  drama.  So  far  I'm  mote  artistic  than 
^uJ^  You  are  merely  sordid,  you  know.  Your 
talente  would  have  done  just  as  well  for  an  old-clothes 
stalll** 

She  gave  one  of  her  short,  derisive  laughs. 
"This  worid  is  an  dd-ctothes  stall,"  sakl  the  other 

al3 
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Jf  »«r;  old  r-t  iSriSLij^i*'^^  •"chMfwl 

"wiea  on  ov«r  ont't  ihabbv  Himm,     t?^i  ***"«• 
q—  -f  .*  "•w«»ojr  nntiy.    I  d««|  jq  »i>^^ 

•<»»i««r  good  .t  hj;  A  1.5  •  r*~"  "*•  «• 

M^"^SSI,"S!!1^  ~  ••»«  yw  4«1  to."  „u 

P«  of  your  .ywJ^ilXr  "»«««-•     Tioferti, 
tt»  etUet  of  the   FrLrfT   ?""  ■**  >oor  id*,  oo 

What  you  .lw,„  ~kL  IS?  •*'>'  "V  «>y  m.^ 

••4 


f^t ----r-^-.iZ 
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br^V^^u}^  ."f.  ■«^~*  ^^      I  know  by  the 
-Jljentedr  j«ercd  the  Uttle  women,  end  leuffhed 

-V      2?.!"  '»P«»*wce.  neturelly."  ^^ 

wTexdiZ?  "t  "•"  ?J*  "^"^  •*»  temperement 

It^on^TI^?!^    .^  "°  *'«^"«  '^'*»  »»'«  either, 
to  h^  *n  ****!**'«!»'««  one  find,  in  one'.  au«, 

?r  IL^'  honourable  end  ««y  |„  .  Lnly^ 
U^  ^gU  ever  after,  and  be  a.  obrtinate  ai  pip 

^^      Then'^^hTwSfll^^''  r.^^ 
the  part  come  to?^i^^      "  ^'  ^"*  •*°'^  •^^'^ 

J!lr2^.u^  «I«tion.-the  iamily  honour - 

oejM  the  other  woman. 

•  Relation.  1    Who  care,  for  relation,  to^av  ?    Tli«, 

■ort     Really,  Unxey,  you  are   wotm   tiian    Early 

t^T^^  "^  ^T"^'    You'll  .oon  come  «SS 
totepfcture«,ue.    People  wUl  collect  you  a.  a  qu^ 

rS^^fJ'^A  r'^'V*"  ^<^  ofa  ladyimaS 
«»»W  formy  own  amuaement,  but  I  wouldnTrteal 
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In  not  adunranuil"  '™»-™i  •apewa. 

«d  boa,  ^  ,„..4  .'r'snii^tr*  """"^ 

her  tou"f«I^1~''"  "^  *•"•  »•**«''-  -Wng 

-^^.T.  r^t.r^„%rj:sri 

a  little  square  of  daintv  lace.    «  v «~.u  J^  " 

s%.  flimsy  rfasseT    fS^^l?:    u  ^"°*=''«*  over  these 

like  thi^^  rS"/S'       ^*^!  ""«^  »  *  P^ 
Mis--pcwier.     Kide  home  with  me.  dear?" 

with  .  giddi„«,  "  Ci  """  '^  '•""^ 

«^  ^  ^^1""  "^  •"'-  ■»«'«»«'  •«/  the 

•*toa«K.  of  „««.  th.f .  .  totdiVlafaSt  SS^ 
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-you  mustjndude  such  riff-raff.  Becaiwe  innwuiays 
onbr  the  riff-raff  £r  smart.  She  I.,  of  cou«c  t£ 
Lottie  Links.  Received  everywhere,  and  see  how 
she  dresses  and  •  cuts  it '  generally !  Yet  fifteen  years 
ago  she  was  a  lady's-maid." 

"No?"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Bathshaw,  and  leaned  back 

in  the  motor,  suddenly  convulsed  with  amusement  for 

a  few  moments.    «  Even  I  never  heard  that  story  " 

"But  I  assure  you  it's  true,"  said  the  friend  seriously. 

She  served  an  aunt  of  HUda  Raceby-s.  whom  I  know. 

rhe  creatures  mother  was  a  charwoman,  or  something. 

I  forget    But  that  sort  of  thing  or  near  it.    She  mak« 

a  good  income  out  of  the  Raceby  family  alone.    She 

only  got  mto  the  •  Mars '  through  a  threat,  they  say." 

But  Mrs.  Bathshaw  was  shaking  and  tittering  to 
herself  mtensely  amused  at  the  whole  inciA^nt 
Lad/s-ma.d"  and  "charwoman"!  The  very  words 
she  had  used,  quite  at  random !  No  wonder  there 
was  that  long  scratch  on  her  beautiful  hand  that  no 
giMs  could  possibly  have  made.  She  said  she  must 
aai  at  her  masseus/s  to  have  the  little  blemish  removed. 
There  were  other  little  blemishes  also,  on  the  face  of 
crwtion,  that  she  must  eventually  have  removed. 

bhc  had  so  much  money  and  so  much  daring  and 
so  little  character  that  she  could  do  anything  she 
ciiose,  and  a  certain  section  of  the  worid  would  applaud 
tumultuous  y  She  had  long  ago  asserted  heraelf  as 
«n  unmoral  free-lance,  and  had  won  a  right  to  her 
dTSa^Fu  *PP?!^"^.  '"  d»ay  P*P«»  with  an  impu- 

Sh^^irT*  nowadays.  She  was  a  fearless  n«cal. 
or  H.^1  -rl"***^  ^^  °*°'  "°'  d«^"'  punishment 
tl  *  ^  V**"  ^•^  °"^y  *^n«  '«"«'  »n  all  the  worU 
that  made  her  shudder  to  the  very  jaws-old  age. 
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like  the  approach  of  a  ghastly  doom.  After  aU  S 
harm  her  beauty  had  done  in  the  world  shl«oS3 

Td  tT*"!^'"  g^ning  ground  on  hJr  wtTteZw 
and  cheeks,  slow  dimness  filming  the  danger  ofW 
2^    slow  laxity  dropping  the  muscl^ofh^  f^ 

SI        t  ^""^  "°  '^^^^  ^'^  *»°"0"''  to  fa"  back  upon 
She  would  know  it  by  her  grey  face  and  tlTned  C' 

Int^^!!^  7:^  and  dragging  step,  and  the  oth^.' 
ZTlr^  ^°1!    ^***"  *^«  ^°"W  take  poison  alS 

haS;'sL"d- "  ''*'  ^~"^'^™'  '''^'"'PP''  '^^^  ^"  Panting 

we^'ik'^^ti''    W^^i««»»»««n~n?"    Heraccents 
^^?.K-  *;^"-    ^^*  ~"'**  '^^'^J'y  articubte. 

^^Nothing.    nothing!"   said    Terry.     -But  who   is 

"Yes,   y«,  of  course.    Maudie  Bathshawl    Good 
":^7Js  a^lmtT"*^-^  '-'  '-  ^-  ^-  ^^"i'  ^ 

lan7^^!l.H  "r  **  u""*  ^  J°*'"«*-  When  I  left  Eng- 
knd  I  d.d  not  see  that  lady's  name  on  the  list,  and 
mme  wUl  now  come  off  it  But  what-what  was  it  ^e 
meant^aoout-about— "  she  paused  in  anl^o^tf 

tu^^^^^'  ^''^'''"^  *'  **"•  Wilson's  set.  undis- 
ki^  i^'  »™ounted  by  the  little  black  "note."  but 
kindly  and  remotely  calm. 

"Oh.  Milly  doesn't  matter.    MJlly's  nobody,"  said 
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2S?I'Sc  J^i''^^~''*"y«^»«».foroId  friend. 

"  Well,  then,  Phmipp.  ifs  tnie^-  h*.  «iM   i^ 
v«y  low.  and  wentT  o  SSv  iL!^^S?**P~*«' 
eye«  anywhere  but  on  Z  «?^^J?***  ^  '^^'  ^» 
When  he  had  done  th^  w^  «^  W  T'^  ''•^ 
thought  die  w«  .„py  ^  ;S^  *  »«"«  «»J«nce.    He 

After  a  while  she  said  in  i«»  -in. 
helped  on  hi.  unY^  Thr^?JtZ  **""  '*"«»'  "Then  I 

one  who  has  done  the  m^„L     l^'    "  ^****»  "^ 

••  I  was  first."  she  s^t^^p^^T'  ^"•'' 
after  this?"  ^  '^■t®  ^'o  more  to  me 

but  be  kind.  For  h«^'t  «l  ^'"^  ^^  ^  ^"°^  of. 
forget  all  the  «^[|  ^'..*^*  ^  °"  '^'h  that,  and 
all  of  usi"  ^^^*  »  "«««>  ready-made  for 

gofn^'swl^^rpl^hr  a  h"^^^J1-  **  her  door, 
mask  of  despewt^n^  fojly  home,  her  face  set  in  a 

heart,  and  E  cl^^l  ^T?'-    '*  *^*  ^•"  *<>  ^he 
future.  *'^*^'  •**"»«>«  to  think  of  her 

»he  was,  despe^^  n^'   ^he  is  ruined."    Ruined 
-hort  of  a  h^ne t^her  t^;r  "  ^  P^'  '^"»« 

for  withdrawing  fr^reWl.iTe^.rt^'r.  ^~*  *^ 
to^y  in  the  dub  hoMina  t  ^  'V'''  ^^  '^tnes.ed 
hroad  daylieht  dLfc^  •  J  """hamed  face  up  to 
unpityi^!^^***        *"**  *"  ^"*'y'  ^»rinft  fierce.  'Lid 

'^^X  waaa  Cord:;Si^«;^-it:^^^^^ 
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make  aome  sort  of  cord  to  puU  poor  PhiUippa  out  of 
lier  wretchedness  and  the  horror  that  loomed  before  her 
evCT  if  he  had  to  get  Majorson  to  help  him  with  it       ' 

aiTair  of  Nelly's.  He  went  straight  back  to  Litany 
Lane  and  saw  and  hunted  out  Majorson.  He  found 
him  at  last  playing  with  the  child  Simon,  pretending  to 
teach  him  quaint  things  from  a  quainter  picture-book 
in  one  of  th"  schoolrooms  after  class  hours.  They  were 
sitting  chcrk  9  cheek,  laughing  together  in  an  inimit- 
able  way  they  had  that  made  them  seem  one  in  years 
and  companionship. 

Majorson  was  noi  a  child-worshipping  man  as  a  rule. 
His  special  devotion  to  this  special  child  was  bom  of 
some  tenderer,  deeper  thing  than  mere  baby-banter 
Teny  sometimes  thought  he  guessed  what  emotion  lay 
behind  that  clinging  to  the  little  one. 

But  he  became  business-like  at  once  directiy  he  saw 
Terry,  and  gave  the  boy  back  to  the  cr^e  nurse,  and 
came  away  from  the  schoolroom  and  back  across  the 
flagged  yard  with  his  hands  behf-    ,1,  and  heard  the 
story,  in  aU  its  disgraceful  detail,  c.a  to  a  description 
of  the  attackmg  Mrs.  Bathshaw,  only  nodding  from 
time  to  time  at  Terry's  indignant  comments  and  asides. 
So  you  see  it's  all  known,"  Terry  concluded. 
••  Yes,  evidently,  in  certain  sets.    But  how  ?  " 
"How?     We  haven't  talked,  you  and  I,  dear  old 
man— I    mean    Master    CordwaynerJ     But"— Terry 
spread  out  both  his  hands  and  raised  his  eyebrows- 

wUlFinroy  stop  talking  in  the  grave?    I  doubt  it.  I     , 
doubt  it !  I 

"We  possibly  have  him  to  thank."  said  Majorson. 

He  has  met  some  one  over  there  and  confided  in  him. 

I  can  see  It  all,  can't  you  ?    Well,  this  settles  my  lady. 
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be  felt  it  in  ^Zy^ZTtJ  "*!  '"'l?''  *«'  '^  »'»« 

"gry  Hp,  ,rs^  ;^biy  :2ni  w'^'l"*"*  '^ 

horrid  scolding.        '~™™>'  «■<■  '«  »•»  tyranny  ud 

for  her  unkno^"',^!^^  L  t^"  '^'  ""«. 

ktadn«.l»«udl«„iSr,imi^r°"*'^    All 
«he  ngOs  in  Heawn  ™'  '»'•«•  "oted  by 

1*  ..       .  "'"'  conscious  of  th*»  «ir:«jl      « 

""^ing  to'Smt'lh^^Sng  "SLtttlll??";  *»" 
on  «nd  huehed      Ad™2.  .1.  ™'*  *•"'»  'ooked 

•«lgn.tion.  ''°*"  «*«•««»  they  co«n«lled 

wm,  but  o«t  of  r^of  ss^'j;^  'i'^  '«^"«  "^ 

WeodAip,  and  tl»e  °' ,7^  "  ,'"'''■    "  «•  •  ftnny 
«  a»«'',S%it^'^^P'«  ':*o  talked  a  littl^ 

""ifaUytheJirtiS^f  ■"™«^  *""«*  »^  be 

-i2"'^^''SS^^^'':jr^*^.T^w.sta,o« 
adored  her.  as  an  id«d  hX"  f  .  S  *****  "  *»"«  ««»« 

■"piSr  ^  "^^  ^'^  -  w*- "^  ""• 

P.ty  that  t«n»  „  adoration  i.  only  «j„alled  in  „.. 
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^;^^^^*^^^tt.,^tOfity.    And  hi. 

-Tmy  always  was  the  giddy  Brother,-  said  Dan 
I^raaker  gwitly,  one  day  to  some  remark  made  by  one 
of  the  outside  men.  «  But  see  what  an  advantage  that 
to  in  getting  hold  of  the  giddy  I  You  ought  aWs  to 
have  one  .«al  frivol  in  a  missionary  band"  pn,vidL  i? 
is  a  sane  and  steady  frivol  behind  the  seen;*"  ^ 

Yes,  said  Brother  Jalfin.  "just  as  you  are  all  of 
you  improved  by  a  saintly  person  with  a  streak  of 
ttvoU^or  levity  behind  it  all,  like  myself.  These 
contrasts  are  effective." 

t  !^!?  ^T  ~  °^  °"  ^^  ^^^  »«'■<>«  »  picture 
lie  was  steadily  pamting. 

•^[_«wear  by  old  Terry,  he  said,  necessarily  indistinctiy 

S^Jf  Tfl  "  "*  *^  "P~*  "^^  life  giggling  to 
tjy  to  Wde  that  heaven  made  him  eternally  SearLt 
That  s  die  man  for  me  I " 


CHAPTER    XXII 

^  .Tb.^.l.n'^  Which  co^S'lt-U't 

Sdf  tole^' ^"^*  ^*^°  *  «'^"  te^orism  attach^ 
see  h«  orT*^     capacities,  since  everyone  wanted  to 
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ttuiJX         *^       ^^'^     To  glorify  your-df.    To 

She  had  to  pcrtuade  herself  thus,  «t  aU  evente. 
Sr«J~  »h«  •ucceeded  Sometimes  in  the  glii« 
*nd  adulation  and  excitement  of  some  biff  social  ^ 

And   ■ometimes  when   she  woke  in  the  night  and 

S^lSSlj.'^'"'  •""  »***  •^^  '^  •»<»  P"«1«J  and 

But  she  would  not  answer  U  letters.  She  was  hold- 
fa^  out  against  all  attempts  to  come  to  a  segment 
^  her  own  future.  She  had  succeeded  in  banishSg 
IS^J^n?  f  "^'*"^-  l">»«^r  heart  she  knew  this  3 
a^y  the  hateful  thought  of  Nigel  in  his  new  ipacity 
^„S""'  ?K  "f  *  ^^"°"  *"8Ked  at  her.    In  K 

tt^  C^'i*"*  "^^  ^'^  '^•^  ^««"«  desire  to  d^ 
justice,  that  crude,  rough  justice  which  had  made  her 

capture  Mr.  Ma<^huter  in  his  own  house,  at  Ws  oS^ 
T^'  soljll^r  ^"*^^»«"««  of  her  hateful  future. 
d^rJST.^  *PP**^  ***  her,  made  Majorson's 
^JT?°Lr"."°"  *"d  "*>'«  heartlesi  She 
^^^ffjri;;^  ^"V'^ri^hat  he  must  suffer  by  her 
own   sufferings    yet  because  he  steeled   her  to  the 

J^JI'^J^V'^'^  '^^  him  in  her  hea^  «„d 
she  deliberately  fought  against  him. 

r..A  .Z"*"  £^*^'"f  r^  her  powera  at  this  time  in  a 
rush  of  reckless  defiance.    Phillippa's  story  was  frue 

SrL  ""'  •^^  '""'r^"  who'LongS^r^^Se 
^l.^.  'tS'*'"*  ***"**"  **  *hat  time  the  most 
persistent  and  unanswerable  was  the  youthful  Lord 
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B*rf»d«y.      Hit  devotion  to  her   wm  oatent      QK* 

I" w    "^^  ""^  *****  •"'  ^^^^  j"^«"»»  d^ 

Sometimes  a  sudden  memory  of  Litany  Lane  and 
the  compelling  power  of  Majorson's  eyj  and  v^ce 

•^  Ae  would  hurry  away  from  them,  despairing  a 
her  own  emotion  and  more  determined  than  ever  not 
to  ^  him.    But  chiefly  she  was  caught  up  and  JSr?^ 
In  the  current  of  the  life  she  led.  Ind  <Lerly  ^rS 

Ulogical  codes  to  satisfy  herself  and  justify  her  fieht 
JJ^th  that  strong  will  that  forced  her\o  i^  own  a^d 
ner  own  unhappiness. 

hlf  !Ik  *^!r  »5f .«»««  -cross  the  Princess  Max  at  a 
big  chan^  affair,  got  up  for  the  building  of  a  new 
consumptive  hospital.     It  was  after  her  ,Lform.^c^ 

of  the  big  Institute  in  which  it  was  bein?  held  ti  J2 
«d  a  iitue  dispirited  in  spite  of  the"  ISl^^^^itS^ 
«owd.    She  was  getting  too  used  to  crowds:  Jhe  said 

?  w,W  '*  '^  '^^  "^^y  ^P""«  '^^'^^'  «ft«r  «>  long 
a  winter  or  the  monotony  of  her  work--anything  but 

the  hourly  care  and  soul-struggle  it  was. 
The  Princes  Max.  having  opened  the  affair,  was 

nf T^^  t?**!!^  attendance.  She  caught  a  glimpse 
of  Nellys  b.g  hat  and  half^verted  face  as  she  w^ 
Slipping  down  the  well-staircase. 

fa^hl^^'i^n 'k  "^  '"*^  '"  ^'^  ^»»''"*'  '"P-J-ive 

«Jn S^  u^  u^!  *'*'*•  P^*^  Captain  Reeoe.  I 
would  apeak  with  her." 

NeUy  was  at  once  claimed  by  the  Unicom  and  taken 
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Ndly  «id  i,  WM,  toucbed  with  ,  littb  —i  „„^  . 
"You  took  nod  quite  voMelf"  Ju  iT  S  K™"'""'* 

««.Uy  teering  t^_  „^  g^    He  ««  w  ugly, 

t»oye«.>«,aneofKlf.i„dutaS««a!^J^  . 
«««  stamp  of  Eton  throuehtt^  hl?^  "" '*'• 
P«l>ef  Insisting  on  Omrir^  "  •".  Bite  «  blatant  waU- 

His  top-hat^rtr*  "'™«'  "  "t  Unt 
was  "ttt^'JTh^ Jir:  "  *«  'tood  on  the  step.. 

looking  the  very  mVw  ^r^  "^  eUsUc^e  boots, 

And'yeTi^foT^'^^P^ '"'  «"«"  Wi'^ 

be  «.  L>d^%^*^  f^*^  <«».  heZld 

veo-  badly,  orftet «  iH;  ftl^'»'">L?"'  *"«  ~ 

Ndly  sudd^ly  St  ttit  Ji  S^S  ??"'":S?'V 

right  M  he  d»«  her  home  to  his  mSSr-  "^  *'• 
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mSmewSSinKi      "/**'  love-another  man  ha. 
n»ae  me  ironhip  him  against  my  will  r 

J«o  would  ha^  stared  K).  the  waawre.  Would  he  still 
g^Mhe  wondered?    Would  anything  ever  uiSS 

dil^if^  K^    u   ^^"  •'  **«■  «**  <•«>'  with  the  usual 

S^».it!S  ly  .*^°"*-  S^*  ''"^w  »he  was  already 
JS*K^  ***  •»»"'  «  h«  connection-he  was  toc^™^ 

^^T  ""^"^  '?  **=*P*  '^^'^  chatterings  ofTen^ 
"Others  in  pursuit  of  him-and  unless  she  tooklome 
dadsivestep  she  would  suffer  in  repuUtit.  ite  iSS 

dTSa^filTll  ''"^'*"^"«**^°^'^*'-  Either  she  m^ 
aTte^rivf^r  """  «^>*=^  '°  ^'8*^    There  was  no 

mSSro^K  "^""^  '"**  »  "«»"  warl-a  mer^ 
fitter  of  the  world's  opinion,  after  all  Had  she  noH 
ri^t  to  hve  her  own  life  in  her  own  way?    Isn<^  i! 

^1;«^"1?  *Sf  ^"T  ^"^'^•^"•^  of  coursLNei;  m^: 
a  note  of  that-free  to  live  and  expand  faWy  wd 

a^sStTsi  J"^'  ""'"-"^  ^'^  »^-»<^  -'^ve 
She  would  be  free,  if  all  the  world  were  in  chains. 
She  would  strike  out  her  own  line.   MajorsTn  ovSt« 

«  mlT"  T  ^"^  "*  ^^  "«*  «^«  for  love,  Jtei"' 
as  men,  gaUant  men.  had  lived  for  it  He  dTeTt' 
^w  over  eveo^ing  for  love  as  she  wouwT-f^* 

pngwwWI    She  would  beat  her  life  out  against  it.  but 
she  would  not  conform  to  its  stucco  laws. 
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-me  ntidT  SSI'S' 2r!=:^?«^ " 

"""'•y  WM  for  .  longer  imT™-j  ^    f '"•''*' 

niO'e  »biectlv  «nrVi™.       „     """tone  L»un^"  but 

••II.  thin  l«Jder  ofi  IJ^fk  V  ,',  *"*  ''«"  ">  '"■^ 
common  w^  f„^"J2f  Udir^TJ'*i  *  '"^  "f 

"loor,  the  one  Ae  had  worn  1  J.   V       "«")'•  »*» 
wJth  Uun.    ThTttfa  ^^  "I*"  •!«.  too,  talked  » 

"-ctickeleton^h^'' "riST  "^  "»"  '«' 
Oodh.He.v«.,AXh^.;~^'^^. 
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iiSbns:.ir  «» «o.  -cod  u*^  m,^  ^ 

Bmday  finished  hb  argument  and  gave  tlie  order 
to  drive  «i  before  ihe  could  lay  anything,  even  if  the 
dare.  What  could  the  say?  Laura  would  have  had 
her  answer. 

But  she  was  breathlessly  silent  for  a  few  mon.jnts. 
It  was  the  puxsle  in  Lucy's  eyes  that  got  at  her  and 
shook  her  now-if  she  had  but  known  it,  the  very  thins 
that  had  gripped  the  pity  of  Majorson  on  her  behalf 
long  ago. 

J^jf^f«^  *""''  °^  ^"«y  "«>*'•  Of  c"e  "bout  her, 
she  said?     Why  should  Lucy's  fortunes,  much  less 
morals,  matter  to  her?    They  were  all  free  in  a  free 
country.    Nevertheless  the  thought  of  that  death-face 
painted  and  glaring,  at  such  a  place  and  at  such  a  time! 
haunted  her  hideously.    She  bufleted  away  the  too 
famJiar  attentions  of  her  escort,  got  rid  of  him  with 
difficulty  at  her  door,  and  went  and  locked  herself  in 
her  own  room  to  fight  it  out  with  herself.    What  was  the 
way  out  of  the  chaos?    And  why  was  she  growing 
sentimental?    She  called  it  that    You  had  to  be  hard 
In  this  world.    You  must  be  hard.    What  made  her 
care  for  anyone's  fate  but  her  own  ?    She  wrestled  and 
smuggled  in  what  should  have  been  her  sleep.    Yet 
there  was  no  answer,  that  day  or  the  next 

But  Majorson,  after  Terry's  news,  knew  that  he  must 
iUlow  delay  no  longer.  He  must  strike  the  last  blow  for 
WeUy-s  etmial  peace.  And  two  days  after  the  incident  of 
Sharing  Cross  he  went  to  try  to  find  her  at  an  hour  that 
he  was  &irly  sure  that  she  would  be  at  home.  The  spring 
had  come  gloriously.  The  tree  buds  were  filling  out 
fato  fat  cone-shapes  on  the  Hyde  Park  trees,  and  the 
starlings  and  blackbirds  were  busy  on  the  moist  ultra- 
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a"^  «S  Tl^\l^;  t-P^^  the  new  c«,cu«. 

*^y  fn  L  park  sUS  L^CthiJ"*  ^''^ 
«?a»on  to  most,  but  thcTwas  a  s^.i  r^  *"**"'  ^^'^ 
air  to  him.  Such  low  dLT^u-  ^1  °^  ^^'  '»  *« 
tree-boughs  fud,  cT^-  u  ^'^^  *"^  ^*«tas  of  moist 
sudden  nt^;^wSrZ   ^ S  "'  >^"°^  «^»»*  aTd 

«>W  early  altars   sDa««  t  ^'  ^^'^^^  "miniscent  of 
passion-sing,  ofluSo,i'**f?  ^'°^**'  °f  fast  and 

under-singinVofaSSonof''^'^^^^^^  ^  <*<^ 

under  theS  ^th-!Kn«   T^'"^  *"^  ^'"^"g  ^ 
theChurch.  "** '^^^S^  °f  nature  and  the  rites  of 

along  ^  the  pXSfnl' HfJ'if'"^^^  ^^  '^^  '^t 
from  it  becau^  of  hfa  3ov«  ?k  '"  '^^  '^^^ 
^  time  to  think  it  ov«7      "  °"  ^^e  pretext  of  giving 

Our  delusions  are  so  elusive     H-  i 

had,  and  he  blamed  hiJ^?  -  *****"  '«  ^^^  he 
reached  Nelly?  flat  h^^S.'^K!:!?;"'*'^  ^'  when  he 
of^tUessnes^  Mh  fS^i^JS^^^.^r '  *""  ^  ^'^'^ 

hea^v:d"Tndr;:^^rTT^^^^^^^ 

her  alightinrhrt^w  LT^''*'^^^«'»-*yafteT 

suitor.    It  L  L^Zt^Ll^''!'::?^  ^^^  of  her 
on  fira  ^'  ^P*^''  required  to  set  the  fuel 

looked  l»ck  in  amSnr« tt.  «'.  •  "«"'.'»ood  ««i 
told  her  .„  pum.  unv«„i3hed  Englhh  what  he. 
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wnduct  amounted  to.    He  pointed  out  the  four  months' 

^^r.^tr'Tr'  ^^  ^^'  '''"*'^°"'  the  infinite 
dangers  of  it,  and  what  the  world  in  its  brutal  sincerity 
would  call  .t.  He  appealed  to  her  to  remember  inlCS 
an  hour  what  they  had  all  tried  to  teach  her,  to  act  on 

u    if "i  V  "r*"'-    ^'  "^"^  *'  *^'"s<^J^  *at  he  raged,  if 
shehad  but  known  it,  but  the  cuts  whirled  and  hit  them 

^eUy  dropped  her  flowers  and  stood  with  clenched 

« I  wouldn't  have  believed."  she  said,  "that  you-y«i, 
could  have  been  so  cruel."  /""-yw 

sdv<??        ^*  ™««'  both  be  more  cruel-to-our- 

"  I^tfwVgive  it  up  and  go  back  to  him  I"  she  cried 
You  shall  and  musV  he  answered,  "if  I  drair  you 
by  mam  force."  ^  ^ 

"And  to  think— I  ever  thought-I  was  ever  so  little 
—dear  to  you  f " 

"It  is  because  you  are  so  wickedly  dear  that  I  have 
to  do  It    Can't  you  see  that  ?  " 

"Then  if  you  have  no  pity  for  either  of  us,"  she  said 
with  suppressed  fury,  "you  wiU  have  to  remember  that 
I  am  an  artiste  I  Even  you  wiU  have  to  reckon  with 
tuat  You  made  me  that  yourself.  Now  you  can't 
take  It  away.  Neither  can  Nigel,  or  the  law-God's 
or  man  s  and  they  are  two  quite  different  things.  Why 
have  I  the  power  to  make  people  laugh  with  me  and 
«y  with  me,  and  worship  with  me,  and  love  with  me, 
only  to  throw  it  all  down  at  the  feet  of  a  man  who 
^.me  away  years  ago?    Why,  I  have  a  case  for 

.T^T  I   ''**"  *'°"*  '°  ^^«^  *»"««'    I  ~"W  work 
on  that  alone.    But  you  urge  my  duty-duty  before 
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-her  voice  broke  Sawr"  ^1,'  Tf  ""'"J'" 

waj^ei,  ,„d  thtak     vSJ'i       °''  "**  •"  *e  Corf, 
with  aU  this  nSTL  »ri,      *°"  °"'  *"•'  ""nlone 

«y  thing,  ^Hjrt   "fr*"'  •"''  '"«'«^"e-  Vo" 

for  a  wtlT  W^"";Tr°' """•  Come  to  „s 
Holy  Week,  to  the  ^'  l^J"!^':,  C""*  «" 
««*  you  to  think.    Co^'.""  *'"''•    Nelly,  let  me 

on'^ir?e^^i-rjii:^'-'  t'  '- 

"uring  thing,  which  mnTL^^'Z.'^'""'- 
'^Mmgs.pttUedhnnWIfawavfcltf^  ""'"«'  """' 
«n^  bnt  not  b.fo«  he  >>::Z'Z^,  ;:^'  •"« 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 

"  Tkou  sumest  human  and  divine. 
The  highest,  holiest  Manhood,  Thou: 
Our  wills  are  ours,  we  hnow  not  how: 
Our  wills  are  ours  to  make  them  Thine." 

TiNNYSON. 

DETWEEN  the  cressets  and  sword-rests  of  the 

JLJ  old  black  oak  Lord  Mayor's  pew  the  moonlight 

shone  on  to  a  lovely  lifted  face  with  closed  eycsjnd 

shimmered  on  some  softness  and  richness  about   a 

TTJk  ""  '''■'"'•  Away  down  in  the  dim  chancel 
the  Brothers  sang  the  office  of  Tenebrae  with  the  rough 
h<«vy.  raucous  treble  of  bravely  untutored  devotees.  * 
Weve  got  the  great  Nelly,  Lady  Pinroy.  here." 
whispered  Brother  Jalfin  behind  his  hand. 
"S'sshI"  said  Brother  Stephen  Wallbank.    "She's 

^  11?K"r*S  ^  ^''^''^'    I  want  her  for  a  Saint 
Elizabeth  of  Hungary— a  halo  with  a  hitch  » 

Jalfin"*^  ^^  ^''^''  Cordwayner  for  Conrad?"  said 

••If  you  gossip."  whispered  WaUbank,  «'I  shaU  sinir 

the  wrong  prophecy."  ^ 

Jalfin  made  a  grimace  which  he  pretended  was  caused 

aLlT"?  ^"  ***~*''  *"^  *^*  ^•"^^''"e  °W  Gregorian 
antiphon  having  come  to  a  circuitous  end— 

"  BdwM  the  holy  city,  how  is  she  become  a  widow," 

with  a  roulade  of  almost  twenty  seconds'  duration  on 
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widow.    On  the  conS^  "hTL^  ""'  '"'"^  « 
•M  unawares,  to  be  a  w^'    Tk-       *»"««<'  ">e«If, 

Hifn^'wltr^^^  "«  ""tajT  back  -^  Ea-er. 

W»    HI,  very  ataStrSV?."^  ■"'"""•«« 

•way.  .icken^.^^rthT,^^^'"'-  ^''l'"™-' 
touched.  contact  of  paper  he  had 

outUne  of  U^hZXzJT^  "*«  could  «»  Mk 
•"oulder,  appeiSr;vJ^  ^  ^"^  c«»ek^ad 

ale  w,a  an'S^  "^''  ""^    ""  ""  ^e^ 

*orid  in  his  ahsorh^r*!?'  ^  ^  '""gotten  aU  the 
the  cunons  i:^mntZ^  *  "^  """«*«  "f 

i>^  Z  Zi^iTj^'^.'^  ta-w  that  was 
•he  one  who  iSdX  to  h!^'  "Jf.'?  "^  "^  *«■. 
•etf  back  to  to  Z^^^'  "ked  to  to  gi«  to- 

"'^ijrr^"  •^^°^:  «»  -  who  had 
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know  how  intensely  the  two  m.« 

suflcring  for  her  in  thrir  Zl  "^^^  ^**""g  »nd 

If  Mljorson  stol^^  Z^"!^  '^*>^ 
Wrth  of  her  soul^^  Tl^.f^V?'^.^*^^*'^  ^r  the 

inase.  of  ina:  'uCtTSe  rS:'f"J  ^^'«* 
talent  But  to-day  Nip»r«  .u-  ?*  '''''^°'»  °f  hw 
was  purged  of  h^f  i^  «4ne7k  V^  ^'"  j"^«<^ 
fatherhood.  Perhaos  ar^?^?K  %5^  *^*  ^^'•«J  tie  of 
watching  nighta  he^''  mJ?  ^*  ^***""*^'  *^*t  weeic  of 
her  in  3^met!^'o;i?„l°7X'  way  struggled  over 
The  bi^vity  of  his  no7was'"a?  Ssffn  hi  t  '"'"''^ 
showing  a  chastened  sense.  ^*^°"'"  «" 

^^rs'zzi  br*""-  -"^  •»"  o"' 

ap«Ue  after  «otC  for,^CtoX»"ti  T""'  "'  °"« 
light,  wefe  put  out  S  a  «W?*.  ^  .v""^'  *"  '*'«* 

"ChristM  Factus"  knSin^^.?!""*'"  »"8  *• 
tlKlongdttf^,S^i"«  T?*  ^"^  head,  under 

low  "Chri.taeT^T."*'"  ^^  *«  '""e*'"- 
not  h«ir  a  wort  ShTwi^'  °'*^""'-"  ^he  did 
50  a.t««i  to  such  tS^*"  ri't^l'""' '~  ?«'"8. 
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"  If  you  call  me  anything  but  Nelly  I  shaU  rcfiwe." 
she  answered  with  a  short  laugh,  but  her  rokc^^ 
with  the  angry  tears  in  it 

"Nelly,  .aen."  He  walked  by  her  side  across  the 
courtyard  and  round  the  comer  of  Litony  Lane  to- 
wards  the  dark  shadows  where  the  Sisterhood  lay  He 
d"nft      *'  *^«  flagstones  with  his  heel,  as  Ni^l  had 

••I  wonder  how  long,"  he  said,  "any  of  us  wiU  be 
tlJ^llguS'P^^"  ^^"^-^^'  '-  ^^  -«-  o^  S,at 

She  saw  the  question  he  asked  plainly  enough.  How 
long  would  she  bq  before  the  public  as  a  dan<^if  e^^ 
again  ?    The  hint  of  finality  infuriated  her. 

u-i.*i  f  °"  ?^  ^^  "  ^^'  *tt»«i."  she  said,  as 
hghUy  as  she  could,  but  her  tones  would  vibrate;  "  How 
can  I  tell  you  ? 

"So  long  as  no  man  dares  to  temper  with  vour 
geniu£he  said  quietly.  « I  can  endure  y^r  I^oS 
a  res^able  county  dame.  But  genius  is  froT  ?t  "f 
bon,  frtdy,  and  must  act  freely  if  it  is  to  live.  Nothing, 
no  law.  has  a  right  to  interfere  with  it " 

She  looked  into  his  face  in  the  moonlit,  her  own 
Jgrtng  up  quickly.    That  was  the  truth  Sat  hVsp^ke 

antecedents  In  the  very  teeth  of  heredity,  if  it  i^  to 
SK^^Vt  "^1!^  ».  «>"vention,  a  ml*  sociJTaw  p 

,St    He  had  helped  her  more  than  ke  knew. 

When  she  got  up  to  her  little  room  in  the  Sisterhood      i 

Ae  same  room  that  she  had  had  that  night  lo^ir.' 
L^hTI?  TTi  ^'  «go-when  Major^^^ 
brought  her  back  from  France,  she  found  some  letters 
awamng  her ;  one  from  her  siUy  boy-lord,  forwardStn 
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irreJs^r^*'^^"^^  '''  '^  -^"-^  ^o  ^ve  h.™  her 

would  da^e  for  her  cHeL^^^^^  'k  "''  'P""'"^'  "« 
world  she  want^  to  an  f  '''*''!'■  *"y^'**^'"«'"th« 
moneyVterru^lllf^  'P'  ™*?'  J^^"-.  give  her  any 
,      V^  '°®  J^equired,  make  her  a  MarchionM«_a,i.-* 

your  own  life."  '  ^  *^  ****  "°"*y'  and~lead 

on  terms  makin?  it  oosrihk  fo,  kl   .  '  ™'  ""'y 

wiUl  gammy  love^„,u,  seemed  the  type  of  an  I^mJ 
*na  worn-out  sv«4-*m  ^r  ^w  7i^  wi  *n  ancient 

sary.    -SrS^S.  ?^i        "''  "»P°^' "«  and  unneces- 

wa«TlT     i!      "^'^a*  the  exception,  she  said     He 
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hif 'f  'm'  ^^  S"""  ^"y  ^  **»y'  •"<*  p^y«d  with 

Wm  as  ^  crtchc  Sisters  played,  but  less  spontaneously. 
She  kept  stopping  in  the  middle  of  the  nursery  non- 
sense to  study  his  growing  resemblance  to  his  father. 
1  he  very  fact  of  it  seemed  to  enclose  her  round  with  a 
maddening  sense  of  her  own  fate.    Here  was  the  future 
2>ir  Simon  Finroy,  already  showing  some  of  the  features 
and  wme  of  the  powerful  emotionalism  of  his  race. 
The  Sisters  used  to  diess  him  up  in  baby  imitations  of 
•II  Wnds  of  ecclesmstical  garments,  and  he  would  strut 
about  In  them  with   jlemn  delight,  the  theatrical  Instinct 
already  asserting  itself. 

He  would  cry  passionately  for  what  he  wanted,  and 
then  leave  off  and  forget  it  in  a  few  moments  to  pose  in 
some  other  capacity.  It  was  all  quite  babyish  and  sweet, 
but  It  made  Nelly  put  him  down  off  her  knee  suddenly 
and  pull  Sister  Kate  into  the  workroom  to  look  at  the 
new  carpets-anything  to  get  away  from  Nigel's  shadow 
that  crept  nearer  over  her  path.  It  seemed  to  her  In 
thMe  long,  grave,  cloistered  days  as  though  the  Master 
Cordwayner  had  her  prisoner  to  force  her  to  think  of 
Nigel.    He  was  cruel  and  pitiless,  she  said 

One  day  she  weHt  to  him  after  one  of  the  services,  and 
defiantly  suggested  her  plan  about  continuing  her  pro- 
fessional career.   She  was  determined  over  this,  and  did 
not  jntend  to  yield  an  inch.  He  locked  at  her  rather  long. 
It  would  not  do.  any  more  than  the  present  state  of 

^t  Ni!i  •  Al*"!^""^  '^^^'  "C««'t  you  see 
that  Nigel  would  then  have  to  bring  up  a  child  whose 

mother  was  not  with  him?  What  about  Simon's  own 
claims— on  you,  I  mean?" 

.  "'^'^Sl!.!!^'^'"  "^  '^^"y-  "'*  *o»W  never  be 
tiammeUed  by  sodal  laws."  Her  heart  was  beating  as 
she  repeated  Terry's  words.  ^ 
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"God's  laws  are  above  talent"  h*  ..u    «  » 
WM  given  by  Him."  **'     ''"^  *' 

ef*e,  W„d  or  „„b,„d.    Ihe  only  «.!  filedonT^ 
"  I  lute  Mcrifice  I "  she  cried  topetuowly. 

I^^-J^T*-  '"'"^  "  '"*""«'J'  *«"  "Hi  tired,  jel 

JL^^!^  T*  "''*'  'o  ■*"  '"ch  suffering?"  a. 
^nk,ng  of  hi,  torn  lovefo,  he,  «  wellX,^ 

"Why  Me  we  immortal  ?  "  he  »dd  quietly.  "  WouHnt 
«J«»e  been  ni«  to  be  little  mindli^  pi^^'J 
t^livrng  on  in  a  brief  day,  atisfying  «^  wiS 
and  craving,  and  dying  without  hope?"  *  "^  ««» 
^TJ^rJ^""  '"  «*«  a*.,  of  the  «,t,y  fi„ 

Jdyo?„^d?"'"'"*~'»""'«"»<>^    Ilway. 

"No,  no,  no,"  she  said,  and  went  away,  to  ftet  and 

?o"S>*^",'  f  r  "«"■"  '"  ""  SisLi^oTroJ^ 

i^nutiss^o^t^jrtSiiS^tirhis'tsi 

5W^.  his  darling  tyranny.     ItwasUde^L  hS 

^^  ^        '""«  ""^  J"<'P»n>'-    Is  was  aU  loo 
old-fashioned,  too  impossible.  ~  «"  too 
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It  brought  him  at  once,  *s  ihe  lueued  It  i».u 

«»«•  to  « lord  with  roiM.  '^  »<iiiilttMiMi 

The  mm  went  bwk  with  hii  amaase.  and  th.  »iri. 
gtanj^t  on  very  daggering  l.^n?S^^ 

"LadyFlnroy." 

.^.i^!^1»o^.'if>^^-''--'".- 

^»  the  «»c  »ld  the  Si«e,.  he,  eye,  on  the 

"The  same?'' 
"Yes,  sir." 

concern.  °P^   ^"   fcal 
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«  Oh  ytt,"  said  the  quite  undisturbed  Sister,  to  whom 
the  ways  of  "the  world"  were  always  an  interesting 
putomime  of  incomprehensibility,  therefore  this  inci- 
dent  quite  in  the  ordinary  run  of  things. 

"But  when— when?" 

"Some  little  time  ago,  I  fancy,"  said  the  SUtcr,  and 
closed  her  portal  in  his  astonished  face,  feeling  that  she 
was  arriving  on  too  delicate  ground  for  a  recluse; 

Lord  Barraday  got  back  into  his  motor,  using 
language  it  in  as  well  she  did  not  hear,  and  whirled  off, 
trying  to  remember  what  it  was  he  had  heard  about  the 
name  of  Finroy  some  few  years  ago.  Also  calling  Nelly 
some  far  from  pretty  names,  which,  however,  from  his 
expression,  were  intended  as  a  kind  of  compliment— 
his  kind. 

That  evening  she  received  a  letter,  brought  by  special 
messenger,  that  turned  her  blood  hot,  then  cold.  The 
marvel  is  that  the  Sisterhood  waUs  did  not  fall  at  the 
mere  fact  of  containing  it  The  slow,  deliberate  insult 
of  its  proposal  was  at  first  beyond  her  comprehension. 
When  she  grasped  its  meaning  she  sat  quite  still  with 
it  tn  her  hand  and  thought  deeply  into  the  future. 

That  night  the  Brothers  missed  the  pale  enshrined 
face  of  Lady  Finroy  from  the  shadows  and  iron  cressets 
of  the  Lord  Mayor's  pew.  Majorson  missed  her,  and 
wondered  about  her. 

When  he  walked  round  with  Terry  in  the  moonlight 
Md  enquired  after  her  of  the  portreas,  he  was  told 
she  was  not  weU,  and  had  to  be  cr.  *nt  with  nursing 
his  anxiety  and  lonely  struggle  late  and  long  alone 
before  the  Cordwayners'  chapel  altar.  He  spent  half 
the  night  long  in  prayer  for  her. 

And  half  the  night  long  she  also  struggled  long  by 
her  narrow  bed  in  the  Sisterhood,  trying  to  see  the 
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•omehow  ibown  her  In  ^L^—.  -    !^  ">«  Cily,  ImmI 
For  the  ««  Mmeita  M^T?,  ""'  ?*  *^- 

•xcjp.  the  hMd  ta  h^Ti^*^  'J  ""  •*•  "Whtog 
"criBce.    Through  It  mSu,      V       "*"  «quWte 

«>«.  by  th.  light  of  Se"^X  Sir"  '^'''  ^' 

«*»^  •!«««»«  to  W^hS!^"^"  by  »«».,  „ 
bieber  hei,,  <.  lho„f  ^^  Xli'^.i^.' 

"He  for  God  only, 
She  for  God  in  him." 

stood  »P  «r.iSJ  •J''br.,i^«0;  imply.  She 
Wnj^  like  .  liSe  PaJ^^^'^.:^'^^  ,^ 
l>«ck»  of  one  of  hi.  chtim         ^^  """^  *•  •■» 
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Mfe-  rather -you    who    brought    me    to 

•nn-outlnfrontofhi  L^M  ***',''-*f«''  '^th  both 
«««kln«  into  lome  fi^'i*'  '?'*^*  *"  *>**  *y«  ^•■ 
though  AeatuttW  wkh  fvi  ,°^  ~°'P«hcnsion.  i« 

•M  watch^  ^  «^^  ^"  ^*""««  «  «hc  watched 

tlut^r^te'^JJhl;  •  .!*~'^"  ^^-^ -^-    "Love 
^V^^^thlng.  did  love  show  ,our 

things  that  you  couW  ^i^r     u  ***^t^"«'y-    "To  have 

work-and  sin^     Not  to  filiT*  °^  ^°'  y**""*^*"'    To 

don't  know.  t.ou'ldVdu,*^^^^^^^^^^  ^ 

•omething  out  of  yourself  tK-f     \      ^    Something- 

if  ifs  hid.  madrs^^h'"h"^Knrp*"i*^ 

hr^^ngl    It  sounds  qStelJly    iT;*  n  *.^  ?^'  '***^- 

victory.    ThSse^  tt'4";.r^  **~^«»  *»d  W«d«ft  to 
wondln^^^rjl'rivtLT  *'  ''"Vr'*  -'^^  ^-. 

comp«hensiS    sbe  Z'  m  sT'l  ^'*T  **'  '^ 
»«»ed  transformed  from  a  sLT^?';  *""'  "^"^^  ^^^ 
soul-Wrth  at  h«t  I    BoI^V*^-^    *  '°  *  ^"**"-    The 
«« I    »om  of  their  own  sufiering. 
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He  held  her  hands,  and  was  silent  for  a  very  long 
time,  blessing  her,  and  God  for  it 

"  You  will  go  back  and  do  your  duty  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"When?" 

"When  you  say  sa  I  am  going  to  climb,  but  at 
present  I  can't  see  beyond —you." 

"  You  will  do  m(»e  than  dimb,  you  will  mount  on 
wings!"  he  said,  proudly  triumphant  Then  he  re- 
membered his  own  words.  "  Nelly  shall  ily  yet"  It 
had  come  true. 

She  said.  ",WelI,  help  me  to  find  them."  And  he 
took  her  to  the  tall  Calvary  and  stood  before  it  with 
her,  and  held  her  to  him,  and  they  kissed  in  the  long, 
still  seal  of  sacrifice. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 

''StaUkaoelcvedyou.    1/ tkat  love  wtrt  strong 
Enottgk  to  ootreome  all  former  nature, 
Shall  it  not  claim  tko  privilege  to  save  you  f  " 

Bykon. 

THE  Parochial  Women's  Committee  Meeting  was 
over,  after  a  rather  brisk  encounter  over  a  matter 
of  dates.  Several  of  the  ladies  stfll  looked  heated. 
The  point  had  been  first  raised  by  Miss  Frubbert, 
who  belonged  to  this  committee  only  on  the  days 
when  it  was  postponed ;  that  is  to  say,  she  stipulated 
that  she  would  only  attend  when  for  some  reason  or 
other  the  ordinary  day  for  the  monthly  meeting,  the 
first  Monday,  was  altered  to  any  other  day. 

There  was  a  faint  flavour  of  bewilderment  about 
this  plan,  apt  to  become  intensified  on  these  occasions 
when  Miss  Frubbert,  though  thus  absented  of  her 
own  accord,  interfered  ferociously  with  the  minutes 
and  work  of  the  unhappy  committee,  done  during  her 
'^-presence. 

To-day  was  such  an  occasion,  and  at  last,  in  a 
cha*  of  despair,  the  committee  had  capitulated  to 
me  Terrorist  lady  by  suggesting  that  henceforth  its 
day  of  merging  should  be  altered,  in  order  that  the 
wnfusion  might  be  done  away  with.  At  which  Miss 
Frubbert  herself,  sternly  triumphant,  then  proposed 
a  resolution,  which  passed,  that  in  future  the  com- 
mittee  should  meet  on  the  first  Wednesday  in  tlie 
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montih,  unless  it  happened  to  fall  on  Good  Friday 
or  Chnstmas  Day.  It  was  not  until  the  resolution 
jas  formally  passed  by  all  the  able  ladies  present 
«!!  '^ff^t"?..*  very  depressed,  spectacled  little 
man  piped  up  a  faint  dou^  as  to  the  necessity  of  the 

!^^  wl^tj^'  first  Wednesday  in  the  month. 
He  «1h^    ^^f^   '°"^^    "*^'  ^   Good    Friday. 

^f^aJ  rt?^^  ^°^^^'  **"*  ^^'  ^'"bbert  wis 
so  funous  at  being  corrected  by  a  mere  man  that 
quite  a  scene  foUowed.  and  it  was  only  with  difficulty 

tevmg   Miss  Finny    still   wagging  and   shakinrher 

i^m^t    ^^  ^  ^  ^"^  ^*^  *'°*'  "^^y  ^^'^'^^ 

I  Ji'^r  ,**"*'  ***"•"  '*^'^  P^"*  ^^'^^  F'nny  «  her  fussy 
little  fa^setta  "  I've  got  such  news  for  you  about  Jhat 
queer  Finroy  affair.    Mysterious!"  a"o«  "»at 

«>^S.-5™^**'^r  ^'t'^^  "P  ^*^'  ^  »'  once.  Any 
bTc^^j;!  *  ^M^  ?T  °^  ^'-  ***i°'«>n'»  would 
Tfi^  ifu'^P*"*  °f  **"^'"e  her  away  even  from 
U^rf"'  ^~T'"«  ^etaor;  so  she  joined 
her  httle  fnend  with  a  show  of  indifference  and  a 
Parting  shot  at  the  secretary,  but  nevertheless  with 
atacnty  for  the  news. 

.V  K^*^V^  true,"  began  Miss  Finny.    -She  really 
^his  wife,  and  the  whole  thing  has  4n  patch<rup 
bythe  Vicar,  who  behaved  most  nobly" 
«eJLI;"^^m'^*'L'^'  r^*""  ^"*PP*^  Miss  Frubbert. 
fortnight  ago.     What  else?" 
"Well,  he's  come  back,  Sir  Nigel  has,  very  iU  and 

Vicar  had  them  both  into  his  study  and  put  his  hands 
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on  to  them  and  said.  •  Bless  you,  my  chUdren/  and 
now  she  s  really  Lady  Finroy.  and  we  can  call  on  her. 
Fancy ! 

But  Miss  Frubbert  had  no  pity  or  romanticism. 
'  "f  w  do  you  know  he  said  •  Bless  you,  my  children ' 
at  aU  ?    You  weren't  there,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"Oh  no,  of  course,  of  course.    But  they  say  he  did 
and  he  must  have,  because  Sir  Nigel  and  Lady  Finroy 
went  away  in  a  carriage  together.    Isn't  it  romantic? 
I  feel  quite  excited  myself!" 
"When  did  they  go  away?" 
"To-dAy.     That's  what  I've  been  simply  longinff 
to  tell  you  !    To  think  of  her  ever  being  called  •  Nelly ' 
by  us,  and  she  a  woman  of  title  all  the  time." 
Miss  Frubbert  brooded  heavily. 
"All  I  can  say  is"  she  said,  "I  hold  to  what  I 
advised  all  along.    She  should  have  been  put  in  our 
Rescue  Home  under  my  personal  supervision  !       / 
would  have  taught  her  something  useful.     Now  all 
the  unhappy  creature  knows  in  all  the  world  is  how 
to  dance.   Such  folly  I   What  use  wUl  that  be  to  her?" 
"Well,  well,  but  think!"   cried  Miss  Finny,  now 
really  kittenish  in  her  excitement    «  She  now  belongs 
to  the  Smart  Set!    Now,  of  course,  they'll  want  her 
to  dance!    Why  there  are  quite  a  lot  of  fast  things 
*e  will  kave  to  learn  now  to  keep  up  her  position. 
Shell  have  to  get  to   know  how  to  gamble,  quite 
dr«ulfully  I  mean,  not  only  for  twopenny  points  with 
a  dummy  partner;  and  eveiyone  wiU  expect  her  to 
smoke  cigarettes  and  bet  at  Ascot  and  Goodwood, 
and  pUy  forward  games  and  romps  at  house-parties  I 
Oh,  ^o8t  hunting-^d   piUow-Bghts  with   Guards- 
«nenl       Uttle  Miss  Finny  actuaUy  heaved  a  deep 
stgh,  and  her  eyes  glistened.    She  fell  into  a  dream 

in 
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ofwhM  might  have  been  in  her  own  cam.  h^  i. 
1««"  born  in  the  puiple.  PoDe-r-nt-^J^  »  .** 
women  is  always  beta^  p™,S  in  ^  ^  !'^' 
M^  Finny  wJconvSLr^t^ofbT^^'L,^^ 

■Pecld  miracle  .f  fortn™  ^^J"tiS:  r! 
>be  was  usually  more  than  con^     But^.?^ 

;^.  P^r'ti-"pLri^/,^'^^«^o» 

she  could  not  rfd  h*r  L^ui-       ...  "   *"° 

•<r  the  rdative  Ss  W' mJb  ^"fl^^tL"'"' 
""tea.  upon  whom  dK»  usuX^ft^^fc™**PPy 

of  the  white, ,«  f«^f  Sir  Ni^TsKilr?!'" 

What  a  hfe  such  a  man  must  have  i«4 1  mi.  . 
*^. fll^t.  ,eckle«i d«j.  1»  m««l,  «'  ^*^ 
How  nice  and  dreadful  he  must  be  ^to^fT,    „  ' 

ae  trotted,  round^yed  and  absorbed,  after 
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2!?„nf  ^*"1  '^^■'^"ded  Miss  Frubbert     That 

for  mce.  heanl  a  word  of  the  oracle.  ^ 

« is"  L"t  nJ**^^'  ?!"  ?"'''"  ^^'"  ^'•"bbert  was  concluding, 
iiSeSi    li  .^h""^!:,   ?^°^-fig»»t«  with  Guardsme? 

wS!i"^  !!!!! *^L  *'^"^^^«*'  "^^^  ^^^  ^^  head.  Fast  I 
W^t  a  toemendously  intoxicating,  whirling,  4ti.;S« 
word.    Fancy  having  it  applied  to  oneself     Thrv«^ 

^wiTi  ^***  °^  *^'"&  ^^^^  ^t-    In  her  own 

^ld«  dn«ims  of  dashing  plans  to  circumvent  the  d^ 

to  c^l  IL?  '°  ^K**  ^~"  ^"*"  «*^'  brilliant  ^S 
towtch  them  m  the  vestiy  on  plausible  oretexts.  w^T 
derfal  strategies,  carefully  Aou^ht  oi"  to  "^e^^: 

t:  °^  't  "^^  "'  "°P^  mTss  Fillny  h^lvt^n^ 
imagined  herself  a  heroine  worthy  to  bTwaS  Zf 

M^  FLt**;!!''  ^~^  '^^^  ^^y  *^«  demoralizatio^f 
JJ^dS^":  F~»  that  hour  boat-shaped  hats 
I^^^^  *""*  ""**  confections,  with  little^lo,« 
J^ths  of  buttercui«  and  cowslips,  decorated  her  staS 

r«««^^p^'..'?**'^y*PP**«^    It  was  described 

^le.    ISd  S    ^^  ^  '''^'  ^*  •  ^"8htly  furtive 
8«gte.    Staid  kid  gloves  were  replaced  by  little  iu» 

mitten^  and  a  girlish  feshion  oThon^comb^vo^ 

ajjP^radonthelittieladysdresses.  SteS^"*^J2^ 

°««ne  perfectly  dangerous  at  raffles  connected  with 
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church  bacaan.    The  marriage  of  Nelly  had  turatd  her 
head  completely. 

How  very  litde  Sir  Nigel  Finroy,  who  had  not  even 
seen  he-  prowling  along  the  shadowy  side  of  Litany 
Lane  tnat  day  he  went  to  claim  Nelly's  submission, 
dreamed  that  the  sight  of  his  pale,  worried  &ce  had 
done  this  thing  for  a  grave  spinster  and  discreet  1 

But  that  wasn't  the  end.  Miss  Finny,  having  for 
some  days  veiy  carefully  watched  and  studied  the  move- 
ments of  Brother  Jalfin,  and  ascertained  at  last  that  he 
had  rcaUy  gone  away  for  a  short  Easter  holiday  and 
that  Stephen  Wallbank,  the  spectacled  artist,  was  now 
on  duty  at  the  shop,  laid  a  little  plan.  Brother  Wall- 
bank's  great  chum  was  the  senior  curate,  Mr.  Lamaker, 
and  Miss  Finny  felt  sure  that  an  interesting  combina- 
tion would  shortly  become  possible.  One  afternoon, 
from  a  hiding-place  in  the  doorway  of  an  ink  wardiouse 
across  the  way,  she  marked  her  man  enter  the  Coid- 
wayner's  shop.  No  one  could  mistake  that  kangaroo 
walk  and  diving  head.  Miss  Pinny's  heart  beat  high. 
With  serious  fingers  she  extracted  from  her  little  beaded 
bag  a  bunch  of  violets,  rather  stale,  and  went  tripping 
across  the  street  and  opened  the  shop  door  and  ent^ed, 
ardily  beaming. 

"Have  you  any  wedding  services,  Brother?"  she 
siud.     '*  Illuminated  ones,  I  mean,  fcMr  presmts."     ' 

-I  don't  think  so.  Miss  Finny,"  said  the  Brother 
In  charge.  "But  I'm  not  acquainted  with  all  the 
stock  yet  StiU,  I'm  sure,  now  I  come  to  think  of  it, 
that  all  the  illuminations  we  yet  have  aie  altar  hooks. 
There  are  two  of  those." 

"Oh.  dear,  it  was  a  wedding;  a  friend's  wedding, 
that  I  wanted  one  fori"  said  the  little  lady  In  mock 
despair.     "But  then  yon  wouMn't  have  much  of  a 
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She  spoke  to  Wallbank.  but  her  eyes  shot  a  eay 
Jjallenge  found  at  Lamaker,  who  was  standinfa 
.^A^\  «*»in»ng  a  new  picture  by  his  fri«,d, 
and  dki  not  see.  ' 

WaUbank  was  busy  and  wished  she  would  go.  He 
was  an  artist,  and  to  him  such  women  were  hardly 
M  much  annoying  as  that  they  did  not  exist  He 
dW  not  indude  them  in  his  creed  of  beauty,  and  their 
ocMstenid  forcing  themselves  on  to  his  notice  merely 
fi^  him  as  a  hint  of  some  necessary  outer  e>d^ 
that  he  had  forgotten. 

-Is  that  your  picture,  Brother  WaUbank?"  she 
persisted,  crossing  to  look  at  the  large  panel  that 
Lwnakcr  was  studying.     "How  nicet     So  feelinel 

" Paint  you.  Miss  Finny?"  WaUbank  blushed 
•wund  his  spectacles  in  momentary  puzzle. 

"Yes;  why  shouldn't  he,  Mr.  Lamaker?  I  don't 
know  why,  considering  that  that  St  Helena  of  his 
has  gwt  the  &ce  of  NeUy  Lovekyn-oh,  dear.  I  shaU 
have  to  say  Lady  Finroy  now,  I  suppose  f " 

WaUbwik  was  tooking  blankly  at  his  picture.  «Ye« 
L^i^^l^"^'  ^^  certainly,"  he  said  "But 
she  didn't  uk  me-ahc  didn't  know  I  was  doing  it  I 
»«»lly  don't  think  I  couW "  ^ 

J!f^!!^  **  ~°*^^  ^  **** '*^"^  *»»*  Lamaker 
came  to  the  rescue. 

"St  Hdena  happened  to  be  a  subject  suitable  for 
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teldng  Lady  Finroy  as  a  model,"  he  put  in  hurriedly. 
"She  was  a  queen,  and  she  found  the  true  cross. 
Artists  use  faces  as  they  strike  them,  according  to 
suitability,  you  see.  Lady  Finroy's  expression  is  ex- 
actly the  searching,  pioneer  sort  of  look  you  would 
want  for  a  discoverer  like  St  Helena,  a  queenly  dis- 
coverer." 

Miss  Finny  was  nodding  delightedly  at  having  got 
him  to  speak  at  all. 

"  And  what  should  /  do  for  ? "  she  said. 

"  I  don't  know,  really,"  said  Lamaker,  getting  snappy. 
"For  some  nataon  we  always  represent  the  saints  as 
young  and  tall  and " 

"And  I  am  a  pocket  Venus  I"  cried  Miss  Finny, 
suddenly  and  without  warning  flinging  her  bunch  of 
violets  at  him,  and  running  to  the  door  and  out  of  the 
shop  in  a  crescendo  giggle. 

To  Dan  Lamaker,  who  thought  the  world  would  be 
saved  if  he  was  uncomfortable  enough,  the  future  of 
the  universe  at  that  moment  must  have  presented  very 
hopeful  prospects  indeed. 

He  stood  gazing  at  the  violets  on  the  floor,  blushing 
solemnly  and  with  indignation,  while  Wallbank  lyent 
suddenly  into  a  fit  of  laughter  which  forced  him  to  sit 
down  on  a  bench  to  have  it  out 

"  She's  meant  to  be  imiuting  Lady  Finroy  I "  he  said 
between  his  chuckles.  "  Don't  be  hurt,  old  maa  It's 
the  force  of  example.  After  all  these  years  of  helping 
old  Mother  Frubbert  to  lead  our  poor  Nelly  a  dog's 
life,  now  she  has  discovered  her  to  be  what  she  would 
call  a  lady  of  title,  she  is  suddenly  going  in  for  the 
same  style  herself  I " 

"  The  same  style  ?  "  snorted  Lamaker. 

"Wdl,  what  she  conceives  to  be  the  same,  anyhow. 
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Oh  dear,  poor  NeUyf  poor  Nelly  I    What  a  caricature  I 
The  good  lady  wUl  be  doing  ua  a  dance  n«t  r  ' 

.r.A  '^J""*  Dominel-said  the  indignant  Lamaker 
and  picked  up  the  violets  and  flung  iem  ouTTf  tS 

?T/'  "I?  ''^^"^  *^*y  ^"  *  '«"?«••.  voting  to  teU 

r„rc  h^abit"'  '^  ^"'  "P  ^>'^  "»^-"-    ''  ^™e  a 

di^L?*'''  ^^""'''  "^^  ""'*  ^«  trifling  un- 
m^  ST^  «JPenence  could  show  her  if  she  could 
make  no  «,rt  of  guess  at  Nelly's  martyrdom,  and  yet 

hJ?°""?^^****'^  ^°"^"'  ''^  ^'^^r  knowledge  Xn 
he«^would  have  envied  the  little  dancer's  good  fortnn.^ 
They  had  to  meet,  she  and  Nigel,  and  in  Majo/s^"^ 
nlTHfr  ^l  "^"  themselves  again  the  bunlen  of  a 
new  life.  After  one  critical,  comprehensive  look,  cold 
and  unresponsive,  Nelly  had  made  her  formal  proml^ 

J^Sioll''  !?"i*^  u^  *'.  ***  ^'*Se.    She  might  fo«:e 
tr^nd't""^^  ^^t 

A  little  grace  had  come  over  Nigel,  partly  oerhaos 
owmg  to  his  anxiety  as  regards  hif  own  hLS  and 
Partiy  a  faint  stirring  of  remorse,  roused  by  his  sen« 
of  his  own  fatherhood.  There  was  no  doubt  oThfa 
pnde  in  the  child.  He  had  come  back,  quie^  i^ 
manner  and  mood,  and  had  asked  at  once  for  his  little 
son.  and  had  sat  and  held  him  and  played  with  him 
^ousb.  and  watchfully,  in  Majorson^  s^dy.  withS 
rem«nbenng  to  pose.  He  seemed  never  to  tire  of 
foj;r"!n?*  h^dsome.  grave  boy.  and  talked  of  his 

^i^cTt-S  IS"'  ^u  *''  *"  ^'^y'  disconnected 

T^    it^^  ""**^  *^  ^"""^^  *»«  ^"e  thinking  out 
some  {tfoUem.  * 
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Bat  for  the  Matter  Cordwayner  the  crufa  and  glory 
of  the  Easter  music,  the  golden  festival  of  liliea  and 
springing  life  and  immortal  victory,  rose  into  a  passion 
of  triumph  over  all  his  own—and  her— suffering.  The 
thing  he  had  worked  for  had  risen  from  its  earthy  tomb, 
like  the  crocuses  and  Lent  lilies  springing  out  of  the 
moist  mossiness  all  over  the  fields  and  woodlands  this 
brave  and  sacred  tide.  The  soul  of  her  he  had  made 
his  little  child  was  bom.  They  had  not  been  able  to 
trample  it  in  the  gutter<mud  after  all  Out  of  long 
darkness  it  had  arisen,  strong  and  brave  and  splendid, 
white  with  contention.  And  so  he  sent  her  forth. 
As  he  mused  to  and  fro  in  the  grey  courtyard,  on  the 
early  mornings  of  that  festal  ocUve,  about  the  grave 
and  stately  duties  of  his  ofHoe,  in  his  heart  theie 
sang  and  lilted  George  Herbert's  quaint  Pascal  lyric— 

"  I  got  me  flowers  to  strew  thy  way, 
I  got  me  boughs  of  many  a  tree ; 
But  thou  wert  up  by  tneak  of  day 
And  brought  thy  sweett  along  with  thee. 

The  tun  arising  in  the  East 

Though  he  give  light  and  the  East  perfbme, 
If  they  should  offer  to  contest 

With  thy  arising,  they  presume 

There  is  no  other  day  than  this ; 

Though  many  suns  to  rise  endeavour. 
We  count  three  hundred,  but  we  nuM 

There  is  but  one,  and  this  one  ever." 

Through  all  the  long  grey  years  to  come  he  and  Nelly 
would  be  hand  in  hand  in  spirit,  linked  at  least  in  this 
arising. 


CHAPTER  XXV 

••  »*  mmi  liv,  m  bmrg^,  m^ think  ii*,  arfistt."-TLAnMn, 

"  I  ^J  ^«T  ^*'"  °."  "^^  ^°"«  *=^''-'  ^^  »y  feet 

mSTk^  *^'  ^''^  '^^  °'^'-'  Alec,  and  Cam  tic» 
JST"*  ^'"'^  "y  ^**^'  »»d  one  of  you  hoWs  iS 

Mna  I  shall  need  to  go  below,"  said  Mrs.  Gates  nm. 
J"«"«  «*ny  botUes  of  smelling. sal^a  ^'^^ 
ha«d.b.g  fiom  the  pockets  of  her  many  J^^'  ""'^ 

river^'  •  ^"""    ^*^  ""'*  "»«  •«»-«*'.  only  a 

"  Weli.j)ut,  Cara.  if s  a  boat,  isn't  it  ?  " 

r-  '  «!/  *^'-or-what  the  French  call  a  boat" 
Cara  replied  contemptuously  ^ 

we  lower  part  of  this  one,  Aunt    You  can't  eo  and  «* 

Sr:^.ScrSo!!i:i  ",r  »"»*  -tay  whe^%t  SS 
till  we  reach  Croisset    Ifs  not  an  hour's  trip." 

I  rf«„v  JT       ^7^  ^°'"«  '^^  »ft«  all?    I'm  sure 

AoIJSn^^  summer-house,  when  I  feel  «,„>  I 

shouldnt  have  approved  of  the  man  in  real  lifcl" 
No,  he  wouldn't  have  come  to  your  parties,"  mur- 
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mured  Mr.  Alee  Gates  to  himielf.  his  eyei  on  the  Umgg 
panoram*  of  quays  and  wharves,  with  their  bristiingl 
masts  and  queerly  shaped  craft,  and  their  background 
of  wooded  green  slopes. 

••But  if s  a  relief  to  get  away  from  the  noise  and 
smeU  of  Rouen,  certainly,"  said  Mrs.  Gates,  paying 
not  the  slightest  attention  to  her  spouse.  "And  after 
all  these  instructive,  mind-improving  towns  do  make 
you  relieved  to  get  back  to  England,  don't  they? 
There  is  that  about  them.  I'm  longing  to  see  some, 
thing  really  ignorant  and  English  again." 

"I  think  those*  two  people  leaning  over  the  rail  at 
the  other  end  of  the  boat— not  those  idiotic,  chattering 
tourists-are  English,"  said  Gara,  staring  hard  at  a  man 
«nd  giri  in  the  distance  who  watched  the  scenery 
together,  saying  very  little,  but  apparently  absorbed 
in  some  mutual  thoughtfulness.  As  she  spoke  the  lady 
turned  herself  round  and  fixed  her  attention  on  the 
opposite  bank,  and  pointed  out  the  effect  of  a  white 
cAalef  against  dark  trees  and  a  long  wooded  islet  in  the 
foreground  to  the  man  with  her. 

-Dash  it,  Maria,  there's  a  pretty  woman  at  last!" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Gates  out  loud.  "Thank  the  seven 
destinies!" 

Mr.  Alec  Gates  so  rarely  addressed  anyone  at  all, 
and  when  he  did  so  was  so  inopportune  that  his  rare 
remarks  always  came  with  the  suddenness  and  strange- 
ness of  a  telegram,  stating  that  a  person  you  dislike 
IS  dead.  For  this  reason  he  always  commanded  a 
startled  and  rather  uncomfortable  attention  from  his 
circle.  He  was  a  little  man,  of  Scottish  birth,  with  a 
deeply  hned,  brick-red  face,  and  a  rather  aggressively 
yellow  moustache,  but  white  hair.  He  was  in  the  Gity, 
but  looked  as  if  he  was  in  the  army,  and  had  been  told 
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•0  often  that  he  had  slipped  into  a  way  of  pietend- 

I  to  the  follies  of  that  great  service.  He  prided 
WmiieM^  that  h-?  could  swear  like  a  trooper,  and  knew 
■  pretty  woman  when  he  saw  one,  and  was  certainly 
a  bit  of  a  dog.  As  a  matter  of  fact  he  was  quite 
harmless,  and  completely  run  and  ruled  by  his  wife, 
but  the  tradition  that  he  was  rather  smartly  vicious  was 
aUowed  to  remain  in  the  famUy  as  an  asset  in  some 
dim  way  adding  to  iu  distinction. 

His  sharp  little  Aberdeen  terrier's  eyes  were  now  so 
Mgeriy  fixed  on  the  lady  at  the  far  end  of  the  deck 
that  both  Cara  and  Mrs.  Gates  turned  to  look,  or  rather 
Cara  turned,  and  Mrs.  Gates  strove  and  struggled  help- 
™y  *o  ««  over  the  top  of  her  many  wrappings  and 
bindings,  hot-water  botties,  footstools,  and  cushions. 

"  Is  she  smart  ?  "  she  asked. 

"Yes,"  Gara  admitted  unwillingly.  "Very  smart 
style,  though  her  clothes  are  quiet  Very  weU  bom. 
Anyone  can  see  that  at  half  a  glance." 
«w?**^  attractive  woman,"  said  Mr.  Gates. 
Where ve  I  seen  her  before?  I  know  her  quite 
well"  ^ 

"  Quite  a  Society  woman,"  sakl  Gara.  "  You  always 
«»•  teU  birth.    Why  is  it?" 

"Where,  what?"  said  Mrs  Cates,  climbing  at  last  out 
of  a  hiUock  of  sea-voyage  accessories.  "Over  there, 
with  the  flabby-looking  man?  There?  Why,  that's 
la  NellguinI'  My  dear  'La  Nellguinl'  But  how 
delightful  I  Going  somewhere  to  perform,  of  course. 
Why,  I  thought  she'd  disappeared.  Two  months  ago 
I  lost  her.    But  who  is  the  man  ?  " 

"Hush,  Aunt,"  said  Gara.  "She'll  be  looking  over 
b«e  m  a  minute.  The  question  is,  do  you  mean  to 
acknowledge Jier  or  not?    Of  course  this  «  only  the 
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dancer  I    uulJ    '  *"'  *  ""*  enterteiner,  i 

2^1^  It  is  now  or  never-what  shaU  we  do?  HuA 

"Of  course  I'm  going  to  talk  to  her  when  I  can  m# 

?Sf?  "^J^^     """■'  »*•  •  fri«.d  of  the 

"dm  «n,.,  when  AMcm  exfJore^  ^id  .«7S 
^1  pretexts  «.d  Arctic  d.«oWrs  ^t  ^  W^ 
e^ofexca«?    The«wMnot,pU,Urtor.n,^ 

wnen  I  thought  ra  got  them  they  melted  «w»»     Wk. 

<Jo  Uke  ahowlng  off,  and  you  know  hoi  h»rf3  .^ 
mm^ucu«y  chuiUMe  co«nt<«r«  ImT^ 
".byword,!  But  NeUguin  Iw^^'^'d^ 
t1^  of  getting  her  in  the  fttur.  ,  1^,^Z 

ItlTj^,'^'^*^'^- '""'*'    Heloolaw  horrid 
Hej  cle«ly  «,me  quite  low  persoa    See  how  ."ly 

that- s  who  the  g.1  ii    I  lappa,  ^  k^ J^J^IL  hi. 
go.  ««Ti«.  «^  that  th«  S  Witt  to  ^t  t  to 

Fin^:5ir*N^'p!^ '*"?*'■ '^"K*-  "i.  nine's 

"d^  to  her  for  you.  and  «y  you  wiU  coie  ««„ 

iSi    1^.'™'  "y  ^y  '''""V.  Uncle  Alec?- 
Ndly.  I.«l„g  on  the  ndl  a  Uttte  ddU»tlyV^  ,„d 
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^^I'l*  ^^fy^f^  ^  »wlrHng  waters,  felt  her 
Mm  lightly  touched  and  looked  round  to  see  the  pro- 
mtattit  teeth  of  Cara  revealed  in  a  huge,  all^bradng 

She  stared  at  the  intruding  vision  unseeingly  for  a 

Z'^S''*!.?.*  *?^  ^'^^  ^  *^  touring  about  in 
ttis  Idle  fashion  for  weeks  now,  he  acquiring  new  fads 
for  rather  undiscovered  inland  spas  at  every  turn 
and  motoring  to  one  after  another,  on  a  valetudinarian' 
pilpimage  that  had  both  its  pathos  and  its  irritation. 

trying  to  work  out  an  elusive  system  of  salvation,  and 
faintly  antagonistic  towards  the  outer  world,  especially 
that  connected  with  the  proprieties. 

A  touch  of  mystery  in  her  eyes,  and  a  reserved 
secrecy  of  her  manner  added  a  curious  charm  to  her 
bearing,  though  she  did  not  know  it  herself.  And  if 
anyone  had  dared  to  tell  her  that  her  knowledge  of  her 
own  right  to  now  look  the  world  (of  wives)  in  the  face 
had  given  her  dignity,  she  would  have  denied  it  hotly. 

But itwas  so.  Miss  Hume-Wrigley  was  right  for 
once.  The  slim  lady  in  dark  tan  travelling  suit,  of 
smart  cut,  veUed  and  graceful,  certainly  did  look  a 

f^u^  "*{  ~"*  '^^  She  now  pulled  herself 
togethw  at  the  sight  of  Cara,  solely  and  simply  be- 
cause  Cara  was  a  young  woman,  and  it  was  ever  her 
^^plui      ^^  '°  *^*  girl-things  that  came  along 

She  smiled  at  her  quite  nicely,  heard  her  message, 
rather  carelessly  introduced  her   husband,  and  then 

her  with  a  little  mixture  of  weariness  and  relief  Any 
^counter  was  better  than  that  everlasting  UU^ui,, 
•taring  at  panoramaa 
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ttot  people  may  be  said  to  converse?  She  had  heard 
W8  impassioned  explanations  a  thousand  times.  She 
n^J"?"  *°  "*"y  confused  protestations.  But, 
WiTJ-  "^^  *'  *^*  "^'"^  *~*"'  °^  melodrama.  Nigel 

anythmg  but  one  of  the  two  extremes. 

-aSK?^'"'''"""  f  ^  ^"'  ^***«  enthusiasticaUy. 
A  splendid  mamag^  dear." 

the"w^?^"r'°'>*^  my  lady  sadly,  her  eyes  on 
tte  long  broken  l,ne  of  Croisset  houses  in  the  distance, 

to  get  into  social  line. 

"M^l^f  ^  charmed  I"  prattled  on  Mrs.  Gates. 

My  husband  will  assure  you  how  much  so!"     Mr 

cates  bere  grunted  ominously.    "And  is  this  th^-the 

—honeymoon?"  «^— uic 

thl^  "r"^? "  "^^  ^y  ^*'"~y  *»»"'«»ly.     And 
tlien~«Ye8,  itis.    Of  course." 

Sst^^W     "''*'*7-    B"tMrs.  Gates  never  saw  fine 
distmctaons  n  anyone's  manner  and  expression. 

she  atked*^  ^'*"'~"°'  ^  ""^^^  ""^'"^  °"  dandng?" 

•dded  after  a  very  long  pause  that  palpitated  like  the 
littiebumpmg  engines  below  them,"  No.   Of  course." 

owI^nT"  ^  °^*^*  "^^'y  ^^^  '^■«»  Bomedifficulty 
ow  ng  to  Mrs.  Gates's  numerous  belongings  having  to  be 
ODllected,  and  pUoted  through  the  broVq«»y.J^^ 
^  sheer  force^  Mrs.  Gates  always  m2de^a^ 
^^ing  abominably  when  abroad.  She  «d^  it 
•bowed  that  you  weren't  a  mere  tourist,  and  she  caUed 

3i<» 


LITANY  LANE 

her  eabmai's  ulsters  and  shapeless  hats  -globe-trotting 
gear.  ^ 

••  These  little  intellectual  pilgrimages  ate  so  charmte  * 
she  said  to  Nigel  as  they  left  the  quay. 

"They're  the  thing  to  do,  I've  no  doubt,"  he  replied 
stiffly.  "  My  wife  likes  them,  and  so  I  look  in  too  some- 
times. This  fellow  is  a  fellow  I  believe  everyone  ought 
to  be  interested  in.  though.    Very  clever,  and  all  that" 

"  O  yes,  indeed— dear  Flaubert  I "  sighec  Mrs.  Gates 
rapturously.  "How  true  that  is.  He  was  indeed  a 
genius." 

"  Do  you  care  for  his  things  ?  " 

"Care?    I  adore  them  I" 

"Of  course  I  got  through  all  my  coaching  in  the 
Arts  and  that  sort  of  thing  at  Harrow.  I  haven't  had 
time  to  go  in  for  those  brainy  things  much  since.  We 
men  of  affairs  haven't" 

"No,  indeed.  And  the  same  is  true  of  we  Society 
women,  Sir  Nigel.  But  my  niece  is  such  an  enthusiast 
that  I  try  to  follow  her  afar." 

Cara,  stalking  through  an  overgrown  and  weedy 
waste  of  garden,  past  the  closed  shutters  of  a  disused 
factory,  was  making  for  a  small  dweUing-house,  en- 
dosed,  with  a  new  plantation  begun  round  it  Mr. 
Gates  and  Lady  Finroy  followed. 

•^Heie  is  the  Pavilion  de  Flaubert!"  interrupted  the 
stndent  tones  of  the  leader,  whipping  them  all  up. 
Come  along,  now,  and  see  where  he  wrote  '  Madame 
Bovaiy.'  Yes,"  she  referred  to  her  copious  guide- 
books.  "That's  right  He  did  write  it  there.  It  isn't 
very  proper,  but  thaf  s  another  affair.  No  one  need 
read  it  What?  Poor  litUe  spot?  O  yes,  quite  poor. 
Gemuses  always  are,  especially  if  they  are  literary. 
root  in  quite  a  common  way,  always." 
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iXC  never  met  anyone  widi  both." 

-eS^gl^.:^^  •^**"^'  ^^"*^  ^"^  comersS^ 
all^^*i  ''^  J**  »"**  »»^  «o*«  "»ed  to  pace 

-I  Sl!^;^"*^.*°  ^^^ **P*"  guide-book  ania 
bcen^:'^^;."^^^"^^    -Butit:Slve 

"  rI^T"  ^**^"  *^**  **'•  Cates  softly. 
He  sound,  more  'domestic'  than  I  thought,"  said 

<i<»'t  S^^SL^^'SS^  ^""y-  -ddiiir-But 
•ngnrleam.!^  ^    .^^J**"  °»  «y  •«  theyTl  be 

veiy  interesting.  Cara.    I'm  glad  to  hSH^L  7^' 
ha^^  ^  f"**"  »he  »id  aside  toN^^^„' 

«rf  r^^      S**.**!?  •  'on«r  »««1  in  the  picture! 
STpn^       2?""*.**  •  Nonconformist  oSnisteJ 
«L  ^    ,?"  .*°°  P««»«dly  dudy  for  that    Ho^ 
•w.  «fter  a  little  veiled  dfaiomacy  I  do  forf  aI* T 
wiPtething^    Thaf..pZ^,Ltlt^       '"^ 
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Bttt  aftar  tn  hour's  violent  literary  pionMrinff  by  the 
•We  and  diotatoriiU  C«.  they  mi^edV^ SJ 
Finroys-  motor  h»d»g  come  fcom  rS^  by^^ 
«J~njement,  to  Uke  them  further  along  on  ti»r5;,S[ 

Mw.  Alec  made  than  vow  to  meet  her  in  Paris.  They 
teft  Caia  bundhng  her  tired  family  back  on  the  Ro^ 
Jteamer,  congratulating  herself  that  she  had  "done" 
Ftaubert  thoroughly,  and  improved  her  relations'  minds 
mto  the  bargaia  -"»•«• 

"Aren't  they  exhausting?"  said  Nelly,  as  they  drove 
away.    "Didn't  you  find  them  so?"  "«^«"^ 

"O  weU,  the  old  girl's  rather  sensible."  said  NigeL 

No  nonsense  about  her.  and  doesn't  go  in  for  wy 

hwtonod  sort  of  dap-trap.  either.  Thaf  s  common  sens^ 

NeUy  laughed  shortly.  Just  now  everything  appeared 
rdicutous  to  her.  aU  things  were  somewhat  oSt  of^ 
She  was  struggling  along  from  moment  to  moment  to 
bMT  it  as  bat  she  could,  but  she  was  doing  it  with 
denched  hands.  If  Nigel  was  a  little  more  ridiculous 
tt«n  usual  it  was  only  a  part  of  the  whole  tragedy. 
That  went  on  from  day  to  day. 

When^  they  went  on  to  thdr  next  destination,  a 
qudnt  oW-world  spa,  she  found  her  way  to  the  cathe- 

*L7'^!i.*~°***  ""^  ^  *>^^  Mttle  town  from  a 

5^'.Z^"**"*  "P*  SometWng  drove  her  to  gS 
ttere,  though  she  was  without  utterance  when  she 
aid  so. 

nUa  ^**?  ^^  t»»*t  in  this  way  She  met  one 
man  s  ^t-longing.  the  t$mim*  of  him,  and  that 

ttwigh.  humanly,  he  could  know  nothing  of  it  by  aome 
Jyine  whisper  of  angds  perhaps  he  might  She  said 
this  sense  of  a  bond  with  him  alone  could  kaep  her 
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from  UuMing  Nigel's  foUies  with  her  clever  toogoe, 
wounding  him,  injuring  him  for  the  wieck  of  her  own  life. 
She  got  into  the  way  of  going  to  early  mass,  keeping 
a  sort  of  mystic  tryst  with  Majorson  in  her  own  con- 
sciousness. When  the  pale  golden,  stiU  mornings 
dawned  over  the  quaintiy  tiled  hill-town,  with  its 
square  lichened  ramparts,  and  its  ribbon-like  silver 
river,  she  would  emerge  unfailingly  from  the  drowsy 
little  hotel  and  climb  the  narrow,  cobbled  way  to 
the  grey  church  of  Notrt  Dame  de  Victoirt. 

Crouched  in  corners,  she  would  snatch  bUndly  at  odd 
tags  of  the  masses  muttered  at  rich,  dim  side-altars  by 
industriously  incoherent  priests,  understanding  nothing 
but  the  gestures,  but  passimately  comforted  by  their 
familiarity.  Here  she  called  to  his  spirit  over  the 
distance  and  the  silence,  and  knew  by  some  inward 
token  of  her  own  that  he  heard  her.  He  must  and 
should  hear  her.  They  two  wouW  touch  so,  though  all 
the  world  divided,  though  at  present  they  might  not 
even  write.  She  was  his  in  the  world  of  the  spirit,  she 
saw,  glorying  at  the  thought,  though  in  the  material 
she  was  a  prisoner  in  bonds.  Spirit  at  least  may  meet 
with  spirit 

After  a  while  some  of  the  other  devotees  noticed  her, 
with  tiie  curious  kindness  of  the  French. 

-Who  is  LAnglaist,  then?"  said  a  white-capped, 
mahogany-faced  peasant  woman  to  the  little  Normandy 
pippin  of  a  dame  who  sold  the  votive  candles  for  the 
dtfine  of  Le  Sacre  Coeur.    -  Do  you  know  her  ?  " 

'^NoH,  »M,  yet  do  I,"  replied  the  candle-vendor 
oracularly. 

"  How,  then ?    Speak,  what  is  she  ?" 
"QmvouleM-vous?  A  wife,  then~in  all  but  the  soul," 
taid  the  shrine-wxMBaD,  shrt^iging, 
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"PtHt-hn  a  widow?"  said  the  firat 

"ifw,  litst-ctpas.  Worse,  indeed,"  said  the  candle. 
seUer,  counting  out  some  sticky  coins,  oily  with  candle 
droppings,  in  her  palm  as  she  spoke. 

*  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"She  has  so  great  a  devotion  to  La  Sacre  Vierge," 
replied  the  other  indifferently.  "The  wreaths  that  lie 
at  the  feet  of  La  Pucelle  are  mostly  woven  by  the  deeds 
of  bad  men." 

"You  shoukl  know— you  that  watch  here  always," 
said  the  peasant,  and  went  back  quite  easily  and  with- 
out further  distraction  to  her  own  devotions,  which 
consisted  of  a  great  number  of  rosaries  repeated 
reverently  and  devoutly  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
irrespective  of  the  clatter,  clatter  of  tourists'  feet  and 
the  loud  impertinences  of  their  blatant  stage  vhjspers. 

But  as  time  went  on  Nelly,  going  often  on  these 
voiceless  pilgrimages,  grew  to  associate  the  smell  of 
stale  candle  grea-e  and  old  incense,  and  the  sight  of 
gUded  chttubs  and  pink-and-white  St  PhUomenas,  with 
a  soise,  if  not  of  consolation,  of  baby  courage^  be- 
ginning to  grow  and  be  dafly  renewed,  and  some  faint 
clearness  of  inward  vision  developing.  Amongst  its 
sudder>  happinesses  was  an  occasional  sight  of  a  priest's 
face,  perhaps  half  turned  away,  dark  and  smooth,  le- 
caUing  such  another  face  far  away  in  England,  and 
making  the  heart  sing. 

Or  of  afternoons  she  would  go  climbing  up  the  steep 
hiU  to  the  ramparts,  leaving  the  narrow-wayed,  mal- 
odorous litUe  township  behind  her,  and  letting  the  wind 
whip  her  face  as  she  looked  down  over  the  square, 
stwght  fields,  and  away  to  the  flat,  treeless  distance. 

From  here  she  could  lee  down  through  the  elm-tops 
lato  tite  cobUed  squares  and  courtyards  of  the  town, 
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and  watch  the  hhu:k-8owiied  priest%  walkfaig  two  and 
two,  with  their  bnMd  hats  and  black-and-white  neck- 
bands and  wkie  square  shoes.  She  could  not  see  their 
grave,  dean-cut  faces  at  that  height,  but  could  the  mote 
easity  imagine  for  them  another  face,  dear  and  brown 
and  beautiful,  and  fed  the  thrill  of  strong  courage  that 
it  gave  her. 

Nigd,  finding  her  disposed  to  drop  her  sarcasms  and 
allow  hersdf  to  be  amused,  took  her  about  to  the 
various  entertainmento  the  place  affoided,  mostly  hi  the 
evenings.  By  day  his  "cure  "and  his  billiards  or  <cart6 
occupied  him.  But  ue  was  kind  to  her  hi  his  uncom- 
prehending way,  and  showed  conskteration  for  her  most 
trifling  wishes,  always,  of  course,  so  fiur  as  he  under- 
stood her  wishes.  She  tried  to  see  things  with  hhn, 
and  laughed  and  applauded  and  made  fun,  and  studied 
afaigers  and  performers.  She  would  have  made  fiin 
easily  if  her  heart  had  been  breaking.  It  was  her  outer 
nature  that  did  that,  almost  mechankaUy.  She  in- 
herited  it  of  her  Cockney  forbears,  vho  kugh  as  they 
starve  hi  theh  East  End  hovels. 

•You  always  were  a  jolly  Uttle  thfaig,  you  know, 
NeU,"  safci  Nigd,  one  of  these  evenhigs,  looking  at  her 
with  half-curious,  much-admhing  eyes,  as  her  kughter's 
hifectkMi  caught  some  of  thdr  fellow-audience  and  sent 
a  ripple  over  it  '*This  show's  poor  enou^  and  yet 
you  dap  it  like  a  babyl" 

"  It's  fanny,-  sakl  NeUy,  "even  if  it  doesn't  hitend  to 
be.    You  can  always  get  hokl  of  your  fan  that  way." 

"  I  don't  see  that."  sakl  Nigd  sententknuly.  "  Farce 
is  latce  and  seriousness  is  seriousL  There  are  a  few 
comic  thhigs  hi  the  world— &tokl  men  and  mothers-in- 
law^-faut  most  thhigs  arent  kughable.  /  see  nothing 
-to  lau^  at,  anyhow  I " 
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i^^JZt^'  "^  "'^  ^^'  ^  "^^^  ""^^^^  *^ 

One  Wlllant  day.  when  the  diadows  cast  by  the 

TL^  on  to  the  white  chalky  roads  were  3m«J 

ytuowiab  green  of  the  young  vineyards,  thev  set  off 

•g^  on  their  travels  aft^  m^ic  ^^  ^  ^  °* 

T^  had  alighted  from  the  car  at  a  hUl-top,  where 

T^^J^'^'.'^'^  "^"^^^  the  bS^ter  to 
??J^  ,  '?^.**^  **  far.stretching,  downy  plain. 
T^^  along  m  the  white  dust  togeth«.  distif  mS 
unspealdng.  when  they  came  suddenly  across  another 

^:a  ^.V"  ^  ^^'^  »*°"«  ^^'  »J"ost  under  the 
d«dow  of  the  crucifix,  her  brown  head  covei^byt 

her  peasant  dress^  either  got  up  to  imitate  an  Italian. 

I^J:^^'^'^^'  Her  hand  restedT^ 
roughly  made  wooden  cage  in  which  sat  a  pair  of  «een 
nt^l^JLllrjL'^  *  "^"^  placardt^S 

TTi^iiSST'u'^  ?**  *^***  >^"  y***"  fortune. 
T^aoft,  pretty  peak  of  the  girl's  brown  features  lifted 

d^  agams^  the  pulsing  blue  of  the  sky  recalled  som^ 
^vaguely  to  Udy  Finroy.  and  she  lingered  to  1^ 
at  heforlorn  and  dudcy  little  picture.  arS^ 
„  J™  ■"  y**" '«*««  at?"  said  Nigel 
-WT'  .*^.***!"^  tells  you  your  fortune!* 
diJ.-.^  ^^^  ***"  ^''^  evidently."  said  he.  the 
^^  of  contempt  in  his  tone,  walking  on  ai  te 

*««»»«  «o»  the  momentafy  mistrust  of  the  vagrant 
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ghrlng  way  dowly  and  pathetically  to  a  look  of  rarprife, 
then  of  almost  paidonate  admiration.  Nell  wa» 
looking  back  as  steadily.  It  was  her  old  self  that 
she  saw. 

Suddenly  something  catq^t  at  her  throat  and  dimmed 
her  eyes.  That  this  small  creature  should  look  at  her 
and  worahip  I  That  she,  who  had  everything  done  for 
her,  should  be  adored,  and  this  wayside  thing  be  de- 
spised by  Nigel  I    It  was  terrible. 

*  I'm  going  to  have  my  fortune  txM,"  she  said,  sud- 
denly imperious. 

"Oh,  nonsenwl  Like  servant-girls  1 "  he  protested. 
"  Horrid  idea.    Bad  form.    Come       " 

"You  can  go  on  to  the  motot,  if  you  wish,"  she 
replied  defiantly,  and  taking  out  her  purse  she  ap- 
proached the  little  Sibyl 

"Rot!"  and  "Childish  nonsense"  and  "Im/ra  dig» 
murmured  on  the  wind,  but  Nelly  took  no  manner  of 
notice,  and  let  him  stray  on  beating  at  the  campion 
flowers  by  the  dusty  roadside  with  his  stick,  while  she 
went  through  the  little  formulas  of  having  the  wheel 
turned  by  the  green  love-birds,  and  her  "fortune"  in- 
dicated b^  the  chance  of  their  stopping  at  certain  words 
or  sentences.  The  carved  cahairt  seemed  to  bend  its 
thorn-crowned  head  in  listening.  The  attitude  (rf*  pity 
seemed  concentrated  on  the  two  girl-women. 

The  road-Sibyl,  breathlessly  a^ved  at  so  beautiful  and 
friendly  a  customer,  hardly  stammered  out  the  readings, 
her  eyes  i^low,  her  hands  uncertain. 

"Great,  and  rich,  and  lovely,  and  fortunate— and 

loved,"  she  read  out  pantingly.     "Madame  is  such 

already, thought    He  tells  us  no  news, this  bird.    He 

is  a  poor  fowl  at  best    And  Uest  by  heaven,  and  wiU 

'bMT  a  great  Htle  in  the  future — but  madaott  has  that 


LITANY  LANE 

«  This  wiU  be  something  the  greatest  of  all,"  said  the 
tawny  gfrl.  with  reverence.  ••  I  know  not  Perhaps 
quewL  But  the  highest  Madame  will  bear  one  of 
the  finest  names  in  the  world." 

th^^!E^;'    Were  the  grey  dames  and  the  wheel. 

« It  isn't  likdy,-  laughed  my  lady. 

«AU  things  are  likely,"  said  the  girl,  closing  up  the 
poor,  «habby  cage  a  little  sadly  «To  some  the  gods 
give  wings,  even  as  these  foolish  birds.  Thou.madame, 
and  even  I  may  one  day  spread  ours  to  the  sun,  thoueh 
mine  are  m  poor  feather  I " 

Without  a  word  Nelly  leant  forward  and  kissed  the 
brown  dbeek,  and  put  some  money  into  the  girl's  thin 
hand.  So  lavish  was  the  reward  that  the  creature  feU 
to  khtting  the  hands  of  «  Madame,"  and  addressing  her 
as  Madonna,"  so  that  NeUy  went  flying  down  the  hill 
juter  h^  rather  disgusted  husband  to  get  away  from 
the  sobbing  raptures  she  had  evolved. 

caii^TK"  *°  *"  '  '"""'"  **  ^"^' "  "^ 
^ou  are  a  queen,"  he  replied  half  suIkUy,  "of  my 

-Thank  you,  thank  yoa  Quite  pretty,"  she  said, 
and  sang  a  bit  to  herself  as  she  went  along  in  the 
dust;  snatches  fiom  La Bohknu  and  RigoUtto  Some- 
how  she  wanted  wUdly  to  throw  in  her  lot  with  the 
brown  gurl  and  the  birds  of  fortune,  and  go  adventurine 
wand  out  of  the  little  cobble-streeted  shady  FrenA 
towns,  .dandng  at  the  caf<6s,  haunting  market  and 
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MtAffjrv,  taking  her  luck  and  langhlng  in  the  tunlight 
from  day  to  day.  Yet  even  more  slie  dimly,  vaguely 
wanted  to  help  the  same  girl  out  of  the  life,  lift  her 
into  another.  What  a  ridiculous  ideal  It  sounded 
like  one  of  the  Master  Cordwayner's  I  Whatever  made 
her  think  of  such  a  stupid  thing  as  that?  Of  course 
the  fortune  girl  was  happy  enough.  Much  happier 
than  if  you  Uught  her  to  think.  But  suppose  life 
Uught  her  to  think?  Well,  whose  business  was  it? 
Is  anyone  his  brother's  keeper  ?  Then  she  suddenly 
remembered  another  wandering  gfrl  sitting  on  a  lime- 
stone wall  on  the  coast  of  that  very  country,  and  cried 
oat  in  her  heart  to  him  who  had  made  himself  keeper 
of  herself  for  ever. 

Later  on  their  wanderings  took  them  to  the  capital, 
and  as  they  had  promised  they  came  again  across  the 
Gates  family,  all  rather  cross,  having  clearly  overeaten 
themselves  into  a  stete  of  gout,  cynicism,  and  unbelief 
generally. 

"Paris  is  hideously  overrated  I  will  say,"  Mn.  Gates 
remarked,  "and  the  hats  that  they  make  such  a  fuss 
about  most  unbecoming.  I'm  sure  I  can  never  get  one 
to  suit  me.  Only  the  dinners  are  any  good,  and  you 
get  past  eating  any  more  of  those  after  a  time." 

This  lucid  parable  of  cause  and  effect  did  not  seem 
so  dear  to  herself  as  it  was  to  the  onlookers.  She 
looked  so  very  pufly  and  yellow  that  it  was  quite  clear 
to  all  but  herself  why  the  hats  did  not  suit  her,  but  she 
never  saw  it  herself. 

The  Finroys  went  to  the  same  hotel,  and  had  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  her  grumblo,  and  sedi^  her  drink 
ked  water  for  breakfast,  being  advised  .  lo  so  by  an 
American  firiend  with  an  even  ydlc::er  omplexion 
ftan  her  own.    The  literary  tours  were  still  being  kept 


LITANY  LANE 

hL^t  T^!^  ^  ^^  Hume-Wrigley.  who  wu  v«fy 
S2U  l^*  ti»e  "doing"  F»riM,  whS  ri,e  lud  „IS 
^J^  before,  to  the  «cort  of  the  BIAop'i  party  w«rt 

^  up  in  Algeria,  and  who  had  now  jdiSl  their 
P«Jy.    Their  aoula  teemed  to  be  akin 

vl  J^"***^  P*^  '^"^**  ™'*»  •*»"'  heatedly,  hardly 
viriWe  except  at  meals,  Cara  with  a  Hying  brownwfl 

flo^ng  imp«uk,n  of  duck's^  colour?  butcher-b!^, 
cuny  colour  and  green,  that  reminded  one  of  wm^ 

neck  ttat  turned  a  comer  in  the  middle,  and  a  fantattJ. 

chu«r».^i.  'u  'i^^''  ^°  **«**«»  to  8*"«y.  from 
church  to  suburb,  from  prison  to  pahce  iey  flew^ 

ft  can  truly  be  said  that  they  never^^^Jn^^  S 
^Sint*''****^*^'^"**'-  ButthebSolding 
t^::^"^^  ~  ""'^"^  *»"' ''  -"^<»  «"*  ^- 

fnr"  ^i^*'"'?'  *f  '  "**  "**  ^"^^  prospects  in  the  future 
iJr.        •'.?««"'  *at  seems  to  be  likely," sakl 

^edintheoid.  Cara  has  four  other  siste»,^ 
*Wn»TT  "If  »pcctacles,  and  if  I  don't  do  some- 

S^Art  «-rfr''l'"''u^'  "^  ''*^*^°'''  Club!  After 
a^^Artarcles,  though  not  ve.y  remunerative,  are  re- 
spwtjble  nowadays.     If s  not  like  the  old  days-the 

^^  ^-^^^f  '*^*  ""^^  '^^  '«^^y  P^»«d 

^  r„J,^S  *"?  "^^^  »"  **»*'  '^y-    One  sees 

Ze^f  tikis'**  P^P^'^  P^**^'  »>«*  °»0'e  »nd 
oore  of  the  artistic  tempefaoent,e8pedaUy  in  ties  and 
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wall-papera.  And  after  all  a  man  in  mnttard  colour 
who  furnishes  his  house  with  pewter,  and  won't  let  you 
eat  meat  or  curl  your  hair,  would  suit  Cara  better  than 
a  person  more  usual.  She  would  really  lik*  her  draw- 
ing-room walls  to  rub  off  on  to  her  back,  and  bread- 
pans  on  the  mantelpiece  would  be  much  moie  her 
style  than  a  nice  dock.  Since  she  went  in  for  a '  soul ' 
she  has  taken  up  with  such  horrid  crockery  that  I 
sometimes  feel  too  indignant  to  waste  any  more  time 
on  her  matrimonial  affairs.  They  call  it  the  simple 
Ifle.  So  she  cai^  dress  in  blankets  and  marry  a  man 
in  woad,  so  long  as  she  doesn't  improve  Mf  mind.  Ah, 
what  a  fortunate  and  happy  thing  is  a  marriage  like 
yours,  dear  Lady  Finroy  I  You  are  indeed  blessed  by 
heaven  I  Every  woman  must  envy  you.  But  yon  were 
bom  lucky,  you  know  I " 
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CHAPTER  XXVI 

"AgQinahMgdnmgkt«fmyittd-miml--lcokftrthifertktytan: 
TiM  host  dtnt  now  with  tyes fir  tkt  actual ;  btginwitktlUsm's I" 

Bkownimg. 

WHEN  the  wind  blows  westward  across  the 
Kentish  salt-marshes  you  can  hear  the  factory- 
whistles  of  Chatham  and  Rochester  as  far  as  the  county 
town  of  Cobdenmere.  They  come  singing  over  the 
flats,  softened  by  the  long  distance  and  heightened 
acoustically  by  the  winding  intervention  of  the  river 
Medway  till  they  form  simulated  chords  and  cadences  of 
a  certain  quaint  beauty.  There  is  one  combination  about 
noon  which,  floating  so  across  the  wide  river  and  the 
miles  of  yellow  bulrush  and  grass,  sounds  curiously  like 
the  first  few  bars  of  a  dreamy  6erce$ui. 

Far  in  the  distance  also  over  those  salt  yellow  acres, 
you  can  sometimes  see  the  tall  chimney- sh&a*ts  of 
Rochester,  and  the  masts  and  vague  iM^wn  sails  of  the 
river  shipping.  Grey  and  fewn  and  mauve  they  loom, 
as  though  painted  on  the  low  sky-line  by  a  delicate 
hand,  as  the  voices  of  them  are  mellowed  by  the 
delicate  magic  of  distance. 

You  can  hardly  expect  Cobdenmere,  a  town  com- 
posed principally  of  steam  laundries,  undertakers' 
busmesses,  coal-yard^  level-crossings  and  chapels,  to 
take  a  very  deep  interest  in  this  phenomenon,  even  if 
It  has  ever  noticed  it  at  all  It  ia  too  practical  and 
progressive. 
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It  would  take  a  ttrange,  outlandish  woman  like  Lady 
Finroy  of  Cobdenmere  to  be  so  absurd  and  childish  as  to 
be  interested  in  such  nonsense.  But  this  person  has  mote 
than  once  surprised  the  neighbours  by  the  oddity  of  her 
tastes,  and  they  have  turned  away  with  a  slow  shrug 
and  puUed-down  lip,  remembering  that  she  was  an 
unholy  dancer  and  what  not  once  upon  a  time,  and  so 
therefore  unaccountable  in  all  her  ways. 

Once  when  some  very  daring  members  of  the  county, 
after  long  consideration  and  delay,  called  upon  her, 
having  something  to  gain  from  her  husband  in  the  way 
of  town  introductions.  Lady  Finroy  stopped  pouring 
out  cups  of  tea  for  the  grim  circle,  and  holding  the  tea- 
pot in  her  arrested  hand  said  suddenly— 

"Sh-h-hh-hl  The  shunting  hooter  I"  and  listened 
with  all  her  ears. 

And  another  time,  when  some  important  person  came 
down  for  the  unveiling  of  a  specially  hideous  drinking 
fountain,  spotty  and  mendacious  (the  fountain^  in 
memory  of  somebody  local,  the  new  wife  of  Sir  Nigel 
Finroy  had  turned  away  in  the  middle  of  the  platform 
formalities  and  peered  over  towards  Rochester,  crvfae 
rapturously—  '    ^ 

-Dinner  whisttesi"  half  under  her  breath,  but  with 
*^*J^»^<>f  parted  lips  and  joyful  eyes.    "Dinner 

So  that  she  had  got  up  that  most  blessed  of  reputations 
—a  name  for  oddity,  and  was  thenceforth  aUowed  in 
reason  to  do  as  she  liked. 

Though  the  had  Uved  there  for  two  years  now,  the 
county  did  not,  would  not,  receive  her  as  a  whole;  but 
«  few  daring  spirits,  aware  of  her  husband's  inherited 
politkal  faifltteQce,  at  aU  events  towards  Refonn  Qub 
iAtroducfions,  ventured  to  make  themselves  polite  from 
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timetotime.  However  Wg  a  failure  lie  Is,  a  man  with 
a  great  father  has  a  certain  set  of  followers  who  still 
cUng  about  him  for  the  last  few  crumbs  that  fall  from 
his  table 

But  Nigel's  weird  luck  had  foUowed  him  even  here, 
m  so  far  as  a  settled  invalidism  had.  in  the  nick  of  time, 
rescued  him  from  the  attacks  of  his  worst  enemies. 
Even  the  Radical  Association-even  Blagdon-could 
Hardly  get  at  a  man  said  to  be  in  mortal  agony  at  times 
certainly  seen  motoring  about  tiie  lanes  and  byways  with 
an  eartiiy-white  face,  muffled  up  about  tiie  ears,  and  for 
once  m  his  life  quiet  of  tongue.  This  spectral  iurare. 
clinging  as  if  for  dear  life  to  die  grave  child  at  hb 
side,  was  all  tiiat  tiie  littie  town  saw  of  him  now. 

Sometimes  Lady  Finroy,  witii  her  clear  face  Ufted  up 
out  of  her  furs  in  her  imperious  littie  fashion,  accom- 
panied him,  but  not  often.  She  had  such  long  hours  In 
tiie  sickfoom  or  by  tiie  fretiiil  invalid's  couch  tiiat  tiie 
drives  were  her  "  off-duty  "  times. 

Thai  she  would  put  on  her  hat  and  run  down  to  tiie 
ugly  h^  brick  houses  of  tiie  few  tenants,  and  talk  to 
Oiem  about  tiieir  work  wltii  a  curious  ease  and  good 
humour.  She  had  a  tremendous  vogue  witii  such 
persons  as  laundry  workers  and  hop-pickers,  witii  whom 
she  seemed  to  get  furtively  on  eternal  good  terms  witii- 
out  so  much  as  uttering  half  a  word.  It  was  her 
pnnapal  social  business. 

One  late  summer,  when  the  hordes  of  hop-pickers 
bore  down  from  slum-land  into  tiie  Kentish  lanes  and 

hop-fieWs,  she  took  littie  Simon  down  to  tiie  station  to 
see  tiiem  come  ia  a  wild  and  ragged  regiment  They 
amved  in  tiie  faU  glare  and  dust  of  a  hot  August  after- 

2f"'J**?^'^****'  pewpWnf  «»<i  exhausted,  toemlag 
from  tiieir  ffitiiy  hovels  for  tills  chance  of  a  aammu 
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holiday,  faint  with  the  stifling  journey  and  packed  train 
carriages. 

Simon  was  delighted  and  clapped  his  hands. 

"*  Hark,  hark,  the  dogs  do  bark, 
The  beggars  are  coming  to  town. 
Some  in  rags  and  some  in  jags 
And  one  in  a  vel"et  gown  I '" 

he  cried  ecstatically,  and  pointed.  «  See,  Mummie,  one 
in  a  velvet  gown,  reaUyl  See,  seel  A  blue  velvet 
gownl"  , 

Lady  Finroy  laughed. 

"Oh,  dear,  poor  thing,  how  stuffy  in  this  weather!" 
she  said. 

"Then  what  does  she  wear  it  for?" 

•Thafs  to  carry  it,  instead  of  luggage.  You  see, 
she  can't  afford  luggage,  and  thafs  her  best  Sunday 
dress,  so  she's  put  it  on  over  the  others  to  travel  in. 
They  do." 

*  What  a  ^Bwrfidea,"  said  Simon,  with  grave  interest, 
now  gazing  respectfully,  almost  enviously,  at  the  young 
woman.  But  as  she  emerged  from  the  steaming,  shoddy 
crowd  trooping  forth  from  the  station,  his  eyes  grew 
Wgger,  for  it  became  dear  that  this  enterprishig  hop. 
picker  had  not  only  brought  all  her  dresses  upon  her 
back,  but  most  of  her  furniture  and  property ;  for  round 
the  bunchy  skirt  of  that  cotton  velveteen  frodt,  a  little 
bdow  her  hip-line,  a  stout  piece  of  blind^xm!  was 
fastened,  and  from  it  was  hung,  amongst  sundry  other 
things,  a  fiying.pan,  a  small  mahogany  mai^piece 
ckjck,  a  baby's  chair,  a   kettle,  some  tin  mi^s,  an 
enamelled  jug,  and  a  small  pair  of  tongs.  The  woman's 
arms  were  full  of  immense  bags  and  bundles  tied  up  in 
handkerchiefs,  and  b&  deatfi-irfilte  frue,  crowned  by 
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two  ragged  hats  one  on  the  top  of  the  other,  was  per- 
yiring  terribly.  Her  draggled  fringe  was  hanging 
limply  over  her  tired  eyes. 

"Oh I"  screamed  Simon.  -How  splendid  I  Oh, 
Mummy,  do  let  us  travel  so  when  next  we  go  away! 
Oh,  let  me  take  a  clock  round  my  waist  I  Oh,  do!" 
He  danced  up  and  down  in  the  motor  in  his  excitement 

But  Lady  Finroy  was  looking  closely  at  the  jaded 
face  of  the  hop-picker. 

«  Beattie  I "  she  called  softly,  and  added,  after  glancing 
warily  round  to  see  that  the  county  was  not  by  to 
listen, "  Cheer  O I    Piggie's  Island ! " 

"Rfeht  you  are  r  mechanicaUy  answered  the  weary 
creature.  But  she  stared  about  her  with  astonished, 
tired  eyes  to  see  who  called  her. 

Lady  Finroy  leaned  from  her  motor  with  beaming 
eyes.  ^ 

"See,  BeattiCi*  she  said,  -ifs  Nelly  Lovekyn.  Don't 
you  remember  ?    Whose  fields  are  you  going  to ?" 

The  amaxed  hop-picker  stood  open-mouthed,  and 
wouW  have  gone  on  standing  so  for  ever.    She  seemed 

too  weary  to  grasp  the  meaning  of  it  But  little  Simon 
said— 

"Oh,  come  to  my  fields,  to  my  fields,  and  let  me  see 
you  take  off  all  the  clocks  I    Oh,  do,  dot" 

-  If  s  Hardy's,"  at  last  she  replied.  Hardy  was  one 
of  their  own  tenant  farmers,  and  his  fields  lay  on  their 
way  home.  Lady  Finroy  took  the  ecstatic  Simon  on 
to  her  own  knee  and  insisted  upon  the  much-higgaged 
l«iy  riding  in  her  motor  to  the  farmer's.  In  entire 
«;Mrine»  and  astonishment  the  burdened  creature 
obeyed. 

On  the  way  4ie  tok)  them  that  she  had  come  down 
with  her  sister  and  brotfacr-in-lair  and  the  children,  but 
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bad  miiwd  them  in  the  crowd  at  the  station.  Also  that 
"she  was  out  of  work"  and  had  been  iU,  and  needed 
the  nice  country  hoUday.  The  things  she  carried  were 
Of  the  household  of  her  sister. 

"  You  see,  she  and  Alf  put  me  up  when  I  was  dicky," 
•he  explained.  "  I've  got  to  make  myself  useful  on  the 
journey  here  to  square  things  a  little.** 

She  gave  Nelly  a  rapid  and  picturesque  r^um^  of 
the  careers  of  several  work-friends  since  they  last  met 
in  her  tired,  indifferent  way. 

*  Lucy  ?  Oh,  dkln't  you  know  about  her  ?  Yes,  she 
was  turned  out  like  you,  and  she  went  away.  Now 
they  say  she's  dying." 

•* Where?" said  NeUy. 

•Oh,  somewhere.  She's  hfciing  from  her  folks.  They 
d^'t^quite  know.     Better   not   ask,  I   shoukl  say. 

-Oh,  I  dont  know,"  said  Lady  Finroy,  and  looked 
tang  and  far  out  over  the  yeUowing  hop-fieUs. 

anwm  had  a  gkwious  time  that  afternoon  in  the  hop. 
field,  dressing  himself  up  in  several  coats,  with  the  clock 

and  the  jug  and  the  frying-pan  tied  triumphantly  round 
Ws  iraist^  while  the  mistress  of  Cobdenmere  saw  that 
tte  Haidy  kitchen  yielded  a  generous  tea  to  her 
dusty  and  footsore  gnest  She  also  saw  that  she  had 
moocyto  spare  and  a  good  lodging,  and  on  her  way 
ba«k  ttaoughthe  village  bought  and  sentheratrweUing- 
trunk,  to  Simon's  inclination. 

But  when  she  got  back  she  would  not  teUNkeL  He 
»««W  have  disapproved.  He  knew  that  she  went  and 
Wtod  to  the  hop.pickers  every  year,  even  entertained 

ttem  to  teas  wjd  sang  to  them  at  evening  fieW  concert! 
ttTO  one  of  her  carious  charities,  and  part  of  her 
m^mai  queemesa.    Bat  he  would  not  have  understood 
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abottt  Beattie.  She  had  learnt  to  give  service  in  dknce, 
and  to  endure  the  long  weeks  and  months  givfaig  and 
giving  and  taking  nothing.  It  was  what  the  Master 
Cordwayner  expected  of  her. 

But  one  day  that  autumn  Nigel's  medical  man 
ordered  him  up  to  town  again  for  another  of  those 
weary  visits  to  specialists.  Her  eyes  grew  brilliant  at 
the  thought  London  I  London  at  any  price— lovt.  -, 
noisy,  turbulent,  busy,  wicked  London,  instead  of  the' 
endless  ilat  desert  of  those  weary,  weary,  waning  fields. 
Oh,  she  wouM  breathe  again  after  two  years'  stifling 
imprisonment  in  the  country  I  The  call  of  the  factory 
whistles!  ^ 

They  motored  to  town,  and  she  and  the  chiki  put  up  at 
aquiet  hotel  near  the  Nursing  Home  in  a  gUxmy  medical 
street  at  which  Nigel  himself  was  to  stay.  Simon  in- 
sisted upon  travelling  with  a  carriage^locfc  tied  round 
his  waist,  and  wanted  to  add  a  toothbrush  and  a  money- 
box, but  was  dissuaded  at  the  last  moment 

And  now  once  again  Nigel  was  solemnly  happy. 
Here  he  was  visited  by  a  crowd  of  doctors  and  nurses^ 
and  became  again  the  central  figure  in  a  dramatic 
scene  truly  after  his  own  heart 

Nelly  found  she  could  slip  away  quite  easily.  Her 
"off*  times  were  k>nger  here,  shice  the  Nursing  Home 
sternly  refused  to  accept  such  feeble  ministrations  as  a 
wife  could  give,  and  the  boy  had  his  nurse  in  attend- 
ance. 

One  morning  the  left  the  hotel  and  got  into  a  bus,  a 
nice  common  penny  bus,  and  went  down  East,  and  had 
a  small  but  rowdy  ovatkm  in  Cat  and  Mutton  AUey.  A 
perfect  chorus  of  fiu:tory  whistles  greeted  her  eager  ears, 
•ad  she  went  and  kkoed  Mr.  Higgler's  chief  donkey* 
aad  gave  the  eoal  maa  a  big  order  ibr  coals  to  be  pre- 
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■ented  to  the  ladies  wlio  came  to-day  to  buy  from  him, 
ta  memory  of  the  coal  thrown  at  a  certain  Nelly  Love- 
hyn  years  ago.  The  poor,  overburdened  Pharisee  who 
threw  the  Brst  greyish,  slaty  missile  must  have  been 
quite  astonished  when  she  stopped  the  cart  that  day 
and  produced  her  meagre  penny,  and  wu  told  that  die 
could  have  a  shillingsworth  for  nothing.  Even  that 
gallant  lady  could  hardly  carry  so  much  in  her  apron, 
and  would  have  the  proud  experience  of  seeing  it 
brought  to  her  door  in  a  real  sack  I 

Maggie  drove  Lady  Finroy  in  the  donkey  dray  from 
Stepney  to  Hackney  Marshes,  round  by  Victoria  Park, 
just  to  see  that  the  dear  old  streets  were  looking  just  as 
messy  and  good-humoured  as  ever.  The  populace,  even 
In  the  Mile  End  Road,  were  quite  polite^  and  regarded 
the  two  ladies  as  social  equals,  a  coster  queen  in  crimson 
velvet  and  feathers  being  the  equal  any  day  of  a  mere 
fawxMief s  wife  from  the  insignificant  and  whlte-sUrted 
West 

After  a  really  splendid  time,  and  acquiring  some 
•pedal  infbrmation  that  she  wanted,  Nelly  gave  her 
friends  a  laughing  good-bye  and  went  back  Citywards. 
Here  she  alighted  and  walked  from  the  main  thorough- 
fare of  Threadneedle  Street  down  some  queer  side 
passages  and  hidden  narrow  turnings,  dark  and  laby- 
rinthine.  She  stopped  at  last  at  a  small  terrace  of 
mean  Georgian  houses,  so  blocked  in  and  crowded 
nmnd  by  office  buildii^  and  wardiouses  that  it  was 
almost  devoid  of  daylight 

At  (Mie  of  tht  houses  she  rang  tibe  docM'-bdL    It  was 
answered  pnaeatfy  by  a  creature  not  clearly  recogniz- 
able as  human,  yet  who  gave  Lady  Finroy  no  especial 
ahock.    She  seemed  to  expect  It    Out  of  the  foul  and 
.stuffy  darkness  Its  kwthsome,  swollen  white  face  and 
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bloodshot  eyta  peeied  in  a  purblind  iaihion,  a  hand 
fiimUing  at  the  filthy  lacss  of  a  loose  dressing-gown 
garment  of  some  flowered  wodlen  stuff  that  had  once 
been  white. 

Imitation  turquoises  hung  from  its  ears,  though  the 
feet  in  white  satin  slippers  were  stockingless ;  and  Uie 
eyebrows  were  startling,  being  heavily  pencilled  in 
black  but  entirely  devoid  of  hair.  In  the  stuffy  half- 
l^t  this  dull  blind  face  under  a  tousled  wig  would 
have  set  a  stout  heart  shuddering.  Lady  Finroy  stood 
her  ground  sternly.    She  was  even  harshly  official 

"Once  again,  Laura,"  she  said  coldly  and  haughtily, 
her  little  chin  up. 

There  was  a  loi^  pause.  "  What  do  you  want  here?" 
the  creature  snarled,  its  little  daubed  eyes  searching  her 
handsmne,  well-dad  figure  to  and  fro,  up  and  down, 
perhaps  in  recognition. 

"Lucy— thafs  what  I  want,"  Lady  Finroy  replied. 
"  Lucy  Lee.    I've  come  for  her." 

The  creature  paused,  clearly  weighing  the  conditions. 

"Lucy  is  here  with  you,"  Lady  Finroy  went  on 

sternly.    "Bring  her  to  me,  and Oh  dear,  yes,  111 

make  it  worth  yam  while.    Dont  be  afraid.    I  can  pay 
you." 

The  door  opened  a  little  wider  at  the  promise. 

"Well,  youni  have  to  go  to  her,  then.  She's  broken 
up.  She's  no  good.  I  was  going  to  turn  her  out,  any- 
how.   Ill  have  my  rent  though." 

Lady  Finroy  produced  a  generous  sum  and  went  in, 
up  one  flight  of  reeking,  cracking  stairs  to  a  narrow 
bedroom  on  the  first  floor.  She  was  led  to  it  by  the 
sounds  of  coughing  proceeding  from  it,  drowning  even 
the  voioes  and  laughter  of  men  and  women  oomii^  from 
diflfenmt  parts  of  the  house. 

m 


ff 


LITANY  LANE 

Locy  Iqr  in  a  buw^  wieCcbed  Uttle  loomoo  a  bed. 
The  furniture  was  wretched,  and  dothoe  were  toMed 
•bout  upon  it  A  aquare  of  dirty  Nottingham  laoe, 
fastened  right  over  the  window  with  tin-t&cka,  was  the 
only  curtain.  There  was  a  miserable  bit  of  dirty  carpet, 
•od  on  the  mantelpiece  a  vase  of  mouldy  artificial 
crimson  roses,  by  way  of  some  sort  of  ghastly  attempt 
at  decoration.  Two  indecent  postcaida  also  adorned  it 
«nd  an  empty  purse,  lying  open. 

Lucy  Uy  huddled  on  her  side  on  the  tumbled  grey 
Aeets  in  a  soUed  nun's-veUing  dressing-gown  with 
draggled  cheap  lace  at  the  throat  She  gasped  and 
panted  as  she  lay,  and  on  her  skeleton  cheek-bones 
•ome  rouge,  not  yet  rubbed  off,  started  out  from  the 
Uvidness  of  her  skin  with  a  horrible  emphasis.    Her 

clinging  among  its  rich  golden  meshes,  now  tumbled 
and  tangled  in  her  agony. 

She  started  convulsively  on  seeing  a  strange  lady 
enter,  and  the  movement  brought  on  another  agony. 
Nelly  stood  k)oking  down  upon  the  wrecked  heap  of 
d«Wled  coquetries,  clenched  of  hand,  her  heart  swelling 
into  her  bosom,  tears  forced  smarting  to  her  unwiUing 
eyes. 

When  the  paroxysm  had  abated,  she  spoke  and  told 
in  a  few  brief,  swift  words  who  she  wasi  The  girl  on 
the  shoddy  bed  listened,  but  did  not  move; 
"  You'll  come  home  with  me,  won't  you,  Lucy  ?  " 
MVith  yoo?"  gasped  the  tangled  thing  out  of  a 
MMdering  breath  and  the  torn  meriiea  of  its  bedraggled 
hair. 

•  Yes.    Down  away  in  the  comitiy— where  there  are 
no  men,"  saki  NeUy  simply. 
There  was  a  very  long  silence. 
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Then  little  Lady  Finrojr  added— 
"  Where  there  if  only  God* 

lXl^!Z.T***  "'^*"'"  ■"**  ^«'«*»*  '^  ^  •nKuJA  that 
followed,  in  sweat  and  tears. 

Sir  N^  Finroy.  in  his  Nursing  Home,  facing  a  far 
more  awful  verdict  of  his  own.  terrified,  shaken,  super- 
•titious.  made  no  Jemur  to  the  pUn  proposed  The 
woman  m^t  have  such  and  such  a  cottage,  if  my  lady 
pteased.  The  woman  might  be  supported  out  of  his 
•npte  means,  if  my  lady  pleased.  Heaven's  doors 
■ewaed  open  only  to  my  lady.  Please  her,  and  you  had 
Mi«rll  u?*"'*-  So  argued  Nigel  to  himself-poor 
?*r'»^"*,?""*^  *""«"«•    Ye%  take  the  woman 

thmg.  to  appease  an  angry  Deity-if  there  was  a  Dd4 
To  him  there  was  only  Nelly.  ^ 

*Kj?!*J^ '?**"'*' •'^"°^**»»*'^*«*«-  One  has  to 
ttmk  of  NeUy  only  as  a  spirit,  a  flame  spirit,  borne  up 
ty  the  mighty  army  of  those  encamping  angels  who 
Hk  T  ^/^«»«"8»  of  the  J«t.  ai^e  fought  A^ 

who  cr«d  to  her,  two  who  Uved  by  her,  two  who  bo« 
tt^   martyrdom   without   screaming   madness   onlv 

She  did  it  only  from  her  knee*    The  rare  letters  of 
Mi^  Majorson    were   her   only  human   help.    LitUe 

^^'^ul  ^'?\  """^  wcoUection  of  his  own  oonse- 
c»ted  babyhood  inspiring  him.  and  seeing  everybody 
^u  him  so  serious.  buUt  a  Uttle  que^aLIHnrS^ 
tiie  disused  rooms  at  Cobdenmere.    It  was  made  out  2 

fa.f«^!;???  '  ^f  T"  **"P«1  ^  ««  ardent  but  iU- 
faformed  housem«Kl  with  a  good  fall  flounce  of  old-gold 

cwtomie.    The  Ornaments  Ruteic  was  hardly  fiJS2S 
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at  Cobdenmere.  Two  old-ftihioiMd  br»M  ik.  7ud 
candlesticks  stood  on  it.  and  a  crucifix  of  Simon's  own. 
and  a  picture  given  k»g  ago  by  Brother  Wallbank. 

But  Simon  called  it  "the  Chapel"  proudly,  and  made 
his  mother  leave  her  nursing  1^  the  two  bedskles  to 
come  to  it  and  play  at  church  with  him.  Here  he 
acted  the  Cordwayaers  quite  happily. 

So  she  faced  her  days  out  on  that  And  when  the 
day  came  that  the  dying  Magdalen  blessed  her  and 
passed  quietly  and  peacefully  out  of  her  bving  care, 
and  was  laid  under  the  primrose-covered  earth,  she 
knew  that  she  must  find  another  like  her  to  tenJ,  or  go 
mad  with  lonely  thinking  through  the  years  to  come. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII 

Ainuu)  Aotnii. 

In  my  fetter,  -De.,  (H«,d.'lSd  -1^.^21.     "" 
to  dear  Cara'i  w^rfJnlT^;  to  beg  you  to  come 

■^Lr?  '^^'  X^  *"  "^  '^^ 

Wal,  of  coune  I'm  delislited     Oni«  i*»-       t 

I"**"*    And  ihe  new^tSL  •*'"'»'  "  »«'• 

Tiii^  **°"  •" '^ '"'P^  "P '»«*•«*«'.  too."  «a 
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coming  to  the  church— merely  on  a  matter  of  lendii^  a 
iMuse  for  sales  of  work,  and  working  at  wool  for  chari- 
ties? And  a  Colonial  Bishop  through  sending  out  old 
magazines?  Yet  thafs  what  I've  done  I  Don't  give 
me  away,  though,  there's  a  dear  good  man." 

She  tapped  him  with  her  fan  in  her  Victorian  manned', 
and  went  trotting  and  fussing  to  greet  a  bevy  of  new 
arrivals,  with  another  flow  of  light  chatter  from  her 
endless  fountain  of  that  social  necessity. 

But  Terry  strolled  back  to  his  seat,  still  trying  not  to 
whistle.    Canon  Slimson's  church  in  Holiwell  Square 
was  so  fashionable  for  weddings  that  the  most  serious 
people  almost  felt  that  they  might  talk  aloud  iu  it  at 
any  time,  and  with  difficult  regarded  it  as  connected 
with  anything  but  rice  and  chiffons  and  orange-blos- 
soms.   And  tc  -day  was  one  of  these  occasions,  fearfully 
intensified  by  the  buzzing  promise  of  a  bishop  and  a 
princess.    Cara  Hume-Wrigley,  who  vras  about  to  be 
married  to  the  ethically-minded  man  in  the  duck's-egg 
coloured  collar  who  had  gone  sight-seeing  with  her 
in  Paris,  was  perhaps  the  least  important  item  in  the 
aflair.    The  wedding  seemed  to  use  her  for  a  p^  upon 
which  to  hang  its  social  glories,  and  not  to  be  for  her 
own.    But  she  was  reaping  the  reward,  at  any  rate,  of 
having  gone  in  for  a  misunderstood  soul,  and  Mrs.  Catcs, 
in  sheer  relief  at  getting  her  off  her  hands,  had  mag- 
nanimously forgiven  the  canvas  tops  to  the  suitor's 
boots,  and  had  insisted  upon  the  affair  taking  place 
from  her  own  town  house  in  order  to  secure  the  Prin- 
cess, who  was  known  to  have  a  weakness  for  weddings. 
And  Cara  was  in  any  case  too  self-centred  to  notice 
that  she  didn't  count 

And    now  that  the  guests   were  all  flocking  and 
rustlings  scented,  frivolous  and  noisy  into  the  big  wide 
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nave  of  the  church,  Terry,  who  was  one  of  them. 

began  to  wonder  idly  if  his  "chief  would  have  agreed 

to  assist  the  Colonial  Bishop  and  the  Rector,  Canon 

Shmson,  with  today's  ceremony  if  he  had  known  who 

was  coming  ?    Mrs.  Cates  had  pressed  dear  Mr.  Major- 

son  to  come  and  help  the  other  clergy  purposely,  because 

she  had  always  persisted  in  regarding  him  as  a  rejected 

lover  of  Cara's— in  fact,  Cara  herself  had  a  way  oTdoing 

so  too— and  it  was  considered  a  piquant  little  addition 

to  the  sensational  character  of  the  wedding  that  a  man 

who  might  have  married  the  bride  himself  had  to  assist 

in  marrying  her  to  another  man.    It  was  felt  to  be 

quite  a  hint  of  romance.    In  sublime  unconsciousness 

of  this  interpretation,  the  Vicar  of  St  Simon's  had 

promised  to  come,  innocently  supposing  himself  to  be 

performing  an  ordinary  act  of  friendship. 

How  noisy  and  hot  it  was  growing !  The  church  was 
dark  and  full  of  red  roses.  Outside  a  heavy  autumn 
mn  was  falling.  Carefully  placing  a  very  indifferenay 
brushed  top-hat  under  a  seat,  Terry  sat  and  watched 
the  maiming  tide  of  gaUy  dressed  ladies  and  stifT- 

?  ,  4,.*"°"*^'°"^  "*"'  *"*^  wondered,  chuckling  a 
littie.  The  situation  struck  him  as  comic,  yet  it  was 
nox,e  of  his  affair,  after  all.  These  contretemps  did 
happen  m  society  at  times-were  bound  to  do  so,  and  he 
liked  the  post  of  spectator  always. 

For  he  knew  quite  weU  that  Majowon  and  NeUy 
had  not  met  since  Nigel's  death.  Majorson  had  been 
formaUy  appointed  the  boy's  guardian  by  Noel's  will, 
and  the  little  Sir  Simon  had  already  beS,  doL  toTe 
Cordwayners  to  revisit  his  old  friends  and  renew  his  old 
associations,  chatty  and  eager  and  cheerful,  in  charge  of 
his  tutor.  But  my  lady  had.  It  seemed  quite  purpwdy. 
kept  away.    The«  had  been  no  sign  of  h«r.     T^ 
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wouH  not  have  been  the  man  he  was  if  he  had  not 
guessed,  by  the  divine  intuttiveness  of  devotion,  exactiy 
what  lay  between  the  two.  That  was  to  him  an  old 
stoiy  But  as  no  one  had  known  till  the  last  moment 
that  Majoraon  would  assist,  why  was  she  coming  here 

"^L-x  i/'"^!^  "*""  *"**  P^'"*^?  She,  for  one, 
certainly  did  not  know  that  he  was  to  be  there. 

The  devout  Fteelon,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Madame 
de  Mamtenon  after  hearing  that  she  has  the  toothache, 
counsels  her  to  use  this  occasion  to  edify  the  King  by 
showing  him  how  patient  the  devotee  can  be  under  this 
particular  torment. 

Now  in  his  long  clerical  tyranny  over  Lady  Finroy 
Mr.  Majorson's  priestly  letters,  few  but  determined,  had 
counseUed  above  all  things  her  duty  to  make  herself 
useful  to  such  society  as  would  have  her,  to  the  edifica. 
tion  of  h«- husband.  She  had  obeyed.  From  Noel's 
dying  bed  she  had  done  so,  though  the  society  that 
wouW  have  her  was  mainly  in  hop-picking  circles  and 
!i^*^^.  ***  '™°'^"  *°  *«  I»"te  world.    She  had 

withhor  friends  m  town  for  the  year  or  two  that  he  had 
lingered  on.  He  had  dung  to  her  more  and  more  at 
the  last,  as  his  one  hope  of  salvation.  He  had  died 
dhigmg  on  to  my  lady's  hand,  turning  to  my  lady's 
God.  And  then  had  come  his  death  and  her  year  of 
mourning,  with  still  F^nelon's  rare  but  masterful  letters 
to  pnck  her  to  her  duty  from  time  to  time. 

.J^\^lT^  °^  ^f  P"*'^»  **»«*  8«^«»-  A  few  days 
ago  It  had  happened  that,  receiving  one  of  these  auto- 
cratic  missives  down  in  Kent,  and  by  the  same  post  that 
mpng  invitation,  almost  appeal,  from  Mrs.  Gates,  she 

Here  goesi    and  had  sat  down  and  written  off  an 
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aooeptence  to  the  Hume-Wrigley  nuptials,  of  all  absurd 
festivities!  The  other  letter  she  had  not  answered, 
being,  as  she  said,  too  cross  with  it  She  kissed  it  and 
stuck  it  in  the  front  of  her  bodice  instead.  It  seemed 
to  prickle  with  a  kind  of  sweet  pain,  placed  so. 

And  so  she  came  to  town.    Now  she  was  just  a  minute 
late  for  the  wedding.    The  church  was  full,  the  Princess 
seated,  the  clergy  waiting  on  the  chancel  step,  the'guests 
fluttering  and  whispering.    The  organist  had  just  made 
the  usual  thrilling  glide  from  the  "Lohengrin"  march 
to  "The  Voice  that  Breathed  O'er  Eden,"  and  Cara, 
attired  as  a  bride,  and  leaning  yearningly  on  the  arm  of 
Mr.  Alec  Gates,  had  entered  at  the  big  doors  and  was 
sailing  slowly  in  a  breathless  hush  up  the  aisle.    Lady 
Finroy  waited  a  few  seconds  till  the  bridesmaids,  a  troop 
of  four  Miss  Hume-Wrigleys,  all  very  flushed   and 
wearing  spectacles  and  dressed  in  bright  eau-de-nU, 
had  got  well  on  along  the  crimson  carpet    She  did  not 
want  to  spoil  their  effect  of  colour  by  what  she  called 
her  widow's  garments ;  she  even  thought  it  would  be 
unlucky  for  them,  though  her  soft  smart  black  had 
about  it  none  of  the  more  gruesome  detaib  of  moummg. 
She  stood  meekly  aloof  for  a  moment  looking  curiously 
quiet  and  stately.    She  meant  to  slip  into  a  side  seat 
but  the  church  was  full,  and  she  was  much  too  effective 
a  guest  to  be  aUowed  to  sink  into  the  background  in  the 
enthusiastic  opinion  of  the  gardenia-buttonholed  young 
steward  who  ordered  the  seating.    What  a  charming 
irresistible  woman  I  Who  was  she?  Thegaygallantcame 
fijssing  and  bowing  forward  and  drew  her  along  to  the 
front  willy-niUy,  and  placed  her  in  a  seat  two  from  the 
front  but  not  before  her  eyes  and  those  of  the  Master 
Cordwayner  suddenly  met  full,  Ught  to  light  passion  to 
pMwon,  across  the  bent  heads  of  the  bride  and  bride- 
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d«q>ening  <Urk  of  his  own  d„k  chSc    iT^tl^ 
fim  nweting  „ace  that  «i,  E«t.r.    K  h^  ITit^ 

n^p:s^"?r:::^rro'rxr"'^-"'''''- 

^Z^r     """'«'"  ™  on  fte  Bishop  Md  Cam's 

cx.^r^^-irit;::?:'^'  ^^  •'""°««'  '^ «« 

h.?^  j°"  "?'  i'"""'  «*•'  P^-elon  would  haw  ,M 
^Madame  de  Maintenon  lalren  him  so  sXZ^ 

sometimes  give  offence  to  the   adviW      tk 

sriJSir  tdtV-  ^^^  -^  *^  s  s: 

«i«  umcom  and  the  awed  gaze  of  the  crowd  of  guests. 
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and  a  wUd  outburst  of  chatter  the  minute  she  had 
passed  within  the  vestry  door  into  the  bobbing  crowd  of 
flowers  and  faces. 

Inside  the  vestry  she  said  a  few  gracious  words  to 
Cara,  whom  she  hardly  saw— nobody  really  saw  Cara 
that  day— had  the  Colonial  Bishop  presented  to  her,  and 
ordered  Canon  Slimson,  ever  her  slave,  with  dainty 
imperiousness  to  bring  Mr.  Majorson  to  her  at  once 
in  the  inner  vestry.  To  which  place  she  presently 
retired. 

"  My  colleague  will  be  charmed  at  your  Royal  High- 
UMs's  command,"  bowed  and  curvetted  the  graceful 
Slimson,  backing  out  on  his  errand. 

"  So  I "  said  the  Princess,  dropping  her  eyelashes  on  to 
her  check.  She  might  have  said  "  Go  I "  she  sounded  so 
impatient    She  even  seemed,  for  her,  angry. 

But  her  large  eyes  were  smiling  sadly  when  Majorson 
entered  the  long,  low  room,  his  exquisitely  handsome 
face  with  its  twisted  brow  turned  enquiringly  to  her,  and 
looking  quaintly  merry  and  sad  all  at  once.  She  looked 
at  him  a  second  with  a  slow,  wistful  r^;ard. 

••  A  marriage,  sir ! "  she  said.  "  It  is  ever  that  I  find 
you  at  marriages,  yet  not  yosself  concerned  I  The 
talk  has  been  otherwise  ?  " 

He  murmured  some  reply,  clearly  confused. 

"Widows  that  remarry  I  have  never  approved  of— 
never!"  she  said  gravely,  but  looking  a  soft  challenge 
fiom  her  agate  eyes.  "That  is  known.  I  have  never 
been  allowed  to  approve  of  them.  With  us  the  opinion 
is  an  ordered  thing.  But  monks  that  once  marry  I 
much  admire.  So  much  that— if  they  married  the 
widows— it  might  do  away  with  the  fault    So?" 

She  paused.  He  was  regarding  her  with  embarrassed 
concern.    She  smiled  tenderly. 
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•Monk*  that  once  marry,  if  Hmv  m,^  k-*^ 
men  become  then  sainteiid  i2^  ^^  ^f^  «**** 
of  any  woman',  b^^stTS  J.^Lfj""** 
•parka  in  both,  and  vouT*^  T^  ***"^  ®"* 

Po-lbili^tr  Ta^„  fT*  "*'• ,  AU  «,«.  of  wild 

f  U»  girl  <^e.,  Z  L^'!«  "  '™'"'  '^"^ 
in  •  eoLciSt  Ji^^  ^™«'  «  ™se  as  a  token 
foigotteT^WrL  S^"«  «<"<»«  oM  •tov.  half 

fc^  Sh.  co«ld  nX^  .  ^;„°'o?'Sr  •'J  ""'""■' 
— nonaMM^     w-      "«"Y  *  "»"  of  his  rank,  even  if 

^t  phnosophy  Sy^nrLTs^r.^"!  '^^^^ 
And  It  is  also  ea«r  to  s^  X*  .  .    /"*  "*"' 

autocrat,  makes  aT  mLf^  i  T^^'  ***"?  «" 

husband,  for  S  to  he  S    '"*^^"*   t»«»band.      A 

I  think^Tha?  ^tJ""^^  '"'^  •  P^*^*"  '"  ^•«'- 

qul^'Ch^t  t^a^Bf  ^"*  r^*'^-  •  — 

•'If  youl^Ai  "^^  "Zl  t""  ^^^  '*^  ^'"• 
Princei  atewlT-thlS^  ^^T^'  ^'"  «^  ^« 

know  and  cSde  ^.^^  ^^^  *"  ^^^'^  **>»«"  XO" 
*****  "P**°  the  one  you  couW  buUy  most 
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and  take  the  most  pleasure  in  bullying.    Then  all  will 
indeed  be  happy  I" 

She  asked  him  a  few  questions  about  his  work,  and 
dismissed  him  saying,  "Remember!"     She  smiled  a 
little,  blushed  a  little,  and  sighed  most    He  was  very 
bewildered.    He  saw  her  departure  and  the  departure 
of  Cara  and  her  bridegroom  to  the  strains  of  Mendels- 
sohn, who  is  always  doomed  to  be  served  up  to  the 
kors  d'cguvre  of  Wagner  on  these  occasions  ;  saw  the 
clearing  out  of  the  whole  busy,  talking,  rustling  crowd, 
and  came  away.     He  would  leave  the  church  and  go 
straight  back  to  the  City.    He  could  not  go  to  the 
reception  now,  after  seeing  Nelly.    It  would  be  utteriy 
impossible  to  meet  her  there.    Mrs.  Gates  was  going 
to  make  a  big  social  thing  of  the  affair,  something 
very  special  indeed,  he  had  bden  told.     The  happy 
pair   were   not   going   to  leave  till   four-thirty,  and 
though  the  Princess  was  not  going  to  the  house  in 
Cambridge  Square,  the  aroma  of  her  presence  would 
be  over  the  whole,  and  had  already  turned  the  wedding 
into  an  event  out  of  all  proportion  to  its  own  merits 
as  an  interesting  occasion.      How  heavily  the  scent 
of  the  red  roses  dung  about  in  the  rainy  atmosphere  I 
He  could  not  stand  any  more  crowds  and  fusses  to- 
day.    Goodness  knew  they  would  be  busy  enough 
talking  and    feasting  and   chattering   and   gushing! 
He  would  not  be  missed.    And  Lady  Fintoy  would 
be  there  in  the  midst  of  it,  the  centre  of  everyone's 
attention,  surrounded   again  by  her  friends.       How 
lovdy  she  had   grown!     How  stately!      He  hated 
tibat   thought,  with  the  iUogical    indignation  of  his 
«nd.     He  had  advised  her  to  go  out  into  society, 
yet  he  was  mad  at  the  very  sight  of  her  even  at  a 
"""^        —    , ,    ^yj^y  ^    jj^  couldn't  answer.    So  he 
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jwnt  down  the  roie-scattered  church  step*  and  out 

bT^s.         **  **  to  get  on  to  one  of  his  favourite 

h.^^'^"  ^^  "'*''  **~"*  *  »'*»<*y  downpour,  and 
he  had  forgotten  to  bring  an  umbrella;  buVhd  put 

rwnnung  his  hands  into  his  overcoat  pockets  and 
tramping  on  and  on.  through  many  byways  and 
!?»!  .       /"I  ^°"«^  ^'^'y  *«*  ~*ds  and  cuttings 

t^i  wmt*."^'.'^^"  °^  '^*  '"*^"  ^''y  ^*^*»-  It 

I^H  {«?^  il*^  *""*'  *''*"  *™^«^"8  *Jo"«  »s  briskly 
and  mdignantly  as  he  was  doing  then.     The  mud 

b^n  to  gather  in  the  running  gutters  and  splashed 

up  at  him  from  the  traffic  wheels.     He  did  not  care 

He  wi»  going  back  to  his  own  City  of  wet  and  dirt 

and  misery;  he  worked  in  it.  lived  for  it.     It  was  a 

*i  i1/^^^AP^""8^  ^^  '"*°  »'  right  away  from 
the  lights  and  festivities  of  Cambridgl  Square,  and 
to  feel  that  one  was  cutting  "the  worid"  by  this 
sloppy  token.  He  must  do  that  to  think  of  Nelly 
square  up  the  future  in  his  own  mind.  ^' 

Litany  Lane  at  last,  the  grey  '•  blind"  sides  of  the 
warehouses  trickling  with  streaks  of  rain  in  the  half- 
»?2.        .  ^^  pavements  running  with  water  going 

url  ft^ut^'l'^'''^  ^"'°  ^^  ^^^'^  AH  gloriously 
uncomfortable,  flat  and  wet  and  hopeless. 

«!«;  l"^  f  «™°on  ^^  almost  drawn  to  dusk. 
T^!Z  wT  '"*.'^"'  «^«^  ~™'"e  over  from 
Zl^         ^"^^  ^y  ^"^»"«  ^^^^  Wgb.  towerine 

«udy,  which  shone  out  on  to  the  wet  windows  of  the 
.^  oppo«te.  otherwise  the  place  looked  lonely 
•nd  d«aiy  ewigh.      As  he  p«»cd  by  the  church 
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railings,  ramming  down  his  hat  to  prevent  their 
drippings,  rich  with  rusty  iron,  pouring  on  to  his 
^as  it  was  doing  on  to  the  shoulder  of  his  best 
overcoat,  he  turned  his  head  mechanically  to  look 
for  a  familiar  landmark,  namely,  the  faint  glow  from 
the  seven  sanctuary  lamps  that  was  always  visible 
^  gloaming  through  the  Good  Shepherd  wIm^w  in 
the  transept,  and  then  stood  still  at  the  sight  of  some- 
thing else  that  gleamed  in  the  rainy  dusk. 

It  was  a  face,  like  a  softly  cut  point  of  ivory,  raised, 
and  turned  also  towards  the  faint  reddish  light  from 
the  Good  Shepherd  window.  A  shimmering  beam 
of  light  glittered  in  the  falling  rain  from  the  stained 
panes  and  caught  the  upturning  of  that  lily-cup  face 
in  a  vague,  moist  halo  of  its  own. 

For  a  second  only  he  paused,  thinking  he  saw  a 
vfaion.  Then  some  frightfully  common  details  broke 
on  to  his  consciousness— an  umbiella  behind  the 
haloed  face,  a  black  shining  garment  that  was  clearly 
—romance  faints!— a  mackintosh,  and  a  long  black 
dress  clutched  up  tightly  by  one  hand  from  two 
thoroughly  soaked.  fandfuUy  shod  feet  standing  on 
a  tombstone. 

But  he  had  left  her  at  the  wedding  feast  ?  What  was 
she  doing  here?  What  n as  that  sound?  She  was  hum- 
ming, humming  out  here  in  the  rain  some  of  their  old 
wailing  Gregorian  music,  minor  things  v;th  a  sound  of 
eternity  In  them,  standing  alone  in  that  wet-flagged 
courtyard  on  a  wet  evening  by  haadf. 

She  had  come  for  him !  She  had  left  that  crowd, 
"homing"  back  to  the  okl  home  at  his  mispokea 
longing !  She  had  always  been  his  In  spirit  Now  sfae 
had  come  back  at  his  prayer's  loi^  call. 

Suddenly  he  thought  of  the  Princess's  woids,  "The 
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"  Muter  Cordmyner  I » 

H«r  h«rt  WM  in  her  to  ^  „^ 

"Ki  l«t  «^  rui  SICtTyiS^-!™* '°°^ '^  *« '»«' 
"MiMfettConJinyiierr 
ISS'r"**""""  Nelly. 

^^^K>  ever  and  node  you  my  littleehild  Weren't 

«^^*K.?^'  ""  "'<'  ""-"Hn  the  wet 

"Say  Maurice,"  he  said. 
"Very  well,  Maurice:" 

m' 2^!  ^"  !?i^  *' '^  Cates  wedding?  • 

^To'i^d'm^""'^'-^'''  ''^^ '  ^  -f;.- 

*  Ye^  because  Hove  you  so." 
•That  was  my  reason  toa" 
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^^^  ^  ^^**~"  ^"~  worthie.  whose  tombttliey 
stood  on  knew  and  counted  the  time  that  they  loved 
and  murmured  in  the  rain  I.  not  knowa  Suidy  they 
XS.SJ'*  ^  "^^^  if  they  h«l.  for  In  wh^^ 
J£.?fJ?*?*.  **"'^'^**  'P^*"  progreMed  it  could  not  be 
too  high  for  love,  since  love,  with  sacrifice,  is  immortal 
Later  on,  Brother  Stephen  WaUbank,  bearded  and 
spectacled,  stood  blinking  on  the  vicarage  steps  as  Lady 
Finny  was  being  put  into  her  motor  and  seen  home  by 

.nA.uJ^!^  H«»n«^«'««d  her  shy  good  night  briskly 
Md  cheafuUy.  enthusiasm  in  his  fiery  artist  face.  Inside 
the  porch  he  met  Jalfin. 

..M^J"L**^.  **  ***  >^"  ^^y'  ^~**»«'  Barney,"  he 
said,  wringtog  his  hand.  "We've  got-or  in  a  iort 
time  are  going  to  have--a  lady  of  Litany  Lane." 

"  Wrir^"7l!"\' ",  "^^  ■^''^"'  ^"*  ""^«'  ^  eyebrows. 
weU,  on  the  whole  it's  a  good  thing  I " 

the  phSr  ^^^ '    '  ***°'**''  ^°"  ^^^  '^•^  •*»"* 

-So  I  da    But  think  what  a  lot  of  worse  ones  she'U 
cl«irout  for  us      Set  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief,  ete." 

i>et  an  angd  to  catch  angels,"  mused  Brother  Wall- 
b«ik  a,  he  walked  away.  And  came  nearT.  ^e 
P«2*«y  of  the  first  Mistress  Cordwayner.  for  it  I.  «dd 

Iw  l!!^  *"  ."?"*  '"**  '^•y  ***  ^  eventually  earned 
^stately  title-'a  nametess  thing,  with  one  S^ 
finest  names  in  the  world '-- Angel  of  Rescue. 


